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I 


Vocal. MISCELLANY. 


SECOND VOLUME, 


A. Page 

Pox of this Fooling and Plotting of late 36 

A very pretty Fancy a brave Gallante Show 39 

A Fig for the dainty civil Spouſe 299 
A Woman's Ware like China 56 
A Curſe attends the Woman's Love 60 
A Virgin once was walking along 143 
A Tory, a Whig, and a moderate Man 145 
A Beggar, a Beggar, a Beggar, I'll be 152 
A Damſel I'm told 174 
A Dean and Prebendary 179 


A 2 A Sol 


iy The TABLE. 


A Soldier and a Sailor, a Tinker and a Tailor 

A Female Friend advis'd a Swain 

A thouſand ways to wean my Heart 

A Las that was loaden with Care 

As Archers and Fidlers who cunningly know 
-As I ſat at my Spinning-W heel 

As Damon watch'd his harmleſs Sheep 


As the Dellan God 
As Sparatella penſive lay 


As ſoon as the Chaos was made into form 
As ſwift as Time put round the Glaſs 

As Sparks fly upwards Man is born 

As muſing I rang'd in the Meads all alone 


Ambition never me ſeduc'd 


At break of Day poor Celadon 
At ſetting Day and riſing Morn 


Ah! how ſweet it is to love 


Ah tell me no more 


After the Pangs of a deſperate Lover 

Apell> once finding fair Daphne alone 

Artiſt, who underneath the Table 

Afſz not the Cauſe why ſudden Spring 

Awake thou faireſt thing in Nature 

All you that muſt needs take a Leap in the Dark 
Nature was ſmiling and gay 

All you that do to Love belong 

Adieu ye pleaſant Sports and Plays 


Amongf the pure Ones all 


Amelia wiſhes when ſhe dies 


B. 


ſmooth winding Tay 
By Moor.-light on the Green 
Y 


the Toaſt of your Health when full Bumpers go down 


Blow on ye Winds, deſcend ſoft Rains 


Beneath a Cypreſs lying 
Beneath a ſhady Willow 


— — u2—ͤ— 
— as 


215 


271 
Beneath 


— — — — — 
= "$8 — 23 — — 3 


* 


The 2 2 A B L E. 


Beneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid 
Beneath a cooling Shade 

Behold the Birds in Love combin'd 

Behold and liſten while the fair 

Buſy, curious, thirſty Fly 

Blwzabella my bouncing Doxy 

Belinda's bleſs'd with every Grace 

Belinda, fee, from yonder Flowers 

Blyth was I each Morn to ſee 


C. 


Ome chear vp your Hearts 

Come fill me a Glaſs, fill it high 
Come to my Arms my Treaſure 
Come from the Groves each Goddeſs 
Come Love let us join 
Come let us drink, and drown all Sorroy 
Come, come my Mellp, come let's be jolly 
Come Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heirs and Muſicians 
Come hither my Country Squire 
Come, little Czpi4, God of Love 
Come liſten, ye Erg/;h, a-while to my Strain 
lee, when I view thee ſmiling 
Ci hae found Amyntas lying 
Colbie proves falſe, but fill ſhe is charming 
Chhe, a Coquet, in her Prime 
Chke is handiome, briſc, and gay 
Charming Chhe lock with Pity 
Charming Phillis, clear as Lillies 
Cold and raw the North did blow 
Celia, thou faireſt of the Fair 
Celia the charming 
Can Love be controul'd by Advice 
Can then a Look create a Thought 
Cupid with Ganymede to play 
Cupid, Commander of every Creature 
Chloris, I cannot ſay your Eyes 


I 
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vi The TABLE. 
Page 
Chhris, *twill be for either's Reſt 337 
Complying deny ing 207 

D. 
Far Colin prevent my warm Bluſhes 71 
Dear Madam when Ladies are willing 72 
ar Molly why ſo oft in Tears 335 
Dine Chhe while thus beyond Meaſure 232 
Down in the North Country 80 
Daphni: food pentive in the Shade 106 
De'el take the Wars that hurry'd ii from me 167 
Don't you teaze me, let me go 227 
Damon to Sia, when alone 200 
F. 

Rail's the Bliſs of Woman 275 
For haughty Phillis Thyrfis pines 38 
or a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor 224 
For many unſucceſsful Years 25 5 
For Gold and not Freedom thoſe Generals fight 101 
Fair Chloe my Breaft fo alarms 64 
Fair It I love, and I hourly die 20g 
From beneath a cool Shade by the fide of a Stream 65 
From o'er the Park and Meadows fine 160 
From native Stalk the Provence: roſe 144 
From Hes to Vill“, 215 
Fond Echo forbear thy light Strain 106 
Farewel the fatal Pleaſures 311 
Farewel ungrateful Tray tor 157 
Farewel the World and mortal Cares 295 
Free from Confinement and Strife 126 
Forbid me not to enquire 152 
Full of Dreams of bright Beauties, and fond to explore 
163 


Faireſt Iſle all Iſles excelling 225 


God 


"MN 
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G. 

A OD of Sleep for whom I languiſh 24 
(p God proſper long from being broke 111 
Gentle Zephyr us, ſilent Glades 7 
Gentle Gales that fan the May 67 
Generous, gay, and gallant Nation 5 5 
Gafter and Gammer were faſt in their Neſt 189 
Give o'er fooliſh Heart and make haſte to deſpair 3 41 
Give, ye Nymphs, O give your Lover 267 
Grim King of the Ghoſts 193 
Glide ſwiftly on ye purling Streams 287 
Go, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs 225 

- Go tell Amyntas, gentle Swain 263 


Genius of Exg/land, from thy pleaſant Bow'r of Bliſs 279 


H, 

Ave you not ſeen the Morning Sun 3 

Help me each harmonius Grove 27 
Here are the beſt Horſes 30 
Here's to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be merry 32 
Here's a Whim Wham new come over 68 
Here lies old Hare, worn out with Care 184 
He's a Man ev'ry Inch I'll aſſure you 318 
Here's a Health to thoſe Men 229 
Hark the bonny Chriſt Church Bells 40 
Hark, Lucinda, to the wooing 191 
How happy a State does the Miller poſſeſs r 
How well may Life be term'd a Play 51 
How cruel are the Traytors ä 58 
How ſweetly ſmells the Summer Green 90 
How hard is the Fortune of all Woman-kind 123 
How {ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Ce/adon, flow 127 
How diſmal's the Lover's Condition 224 
How brim-ful of Nothing's the Life of a Beau 288 
Hear all you Friends to Rnighthood 58 
Happy's the Love which meets Return 131 
Happy is a Country Lite 179 
Happy Hours all Heurs excelling 181 


A 4 Hence- 


vin The TABLE. 


Page | 
Henceforth, vain Youth, your Arts forbear 309 1 
Hence, thou Deceiver 319 1 
| In 
J. 13 
g Jo 
Never ſaw a Face till now 35 
I prithee ſend me back my Heart 339 | 
I grant a thouſand Oaths I ſwore 124. 
J love thee, by Heav'ns, I cannot ſay more 133 | 
I faid to my Heart between ſleeping and waking 91 | 
T come my faireſt Treaſure 202 
I burn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes 294 
I love, I doat, I rave with Pain 300 | 
I am a jolly Huntſman 211 
I like a Ship in Storms was toſt 215 
I try'd not to love, but I try d all in vain 259 
I cannot change as others do ibid. 
Tn theſe ſtrong Dominions here 117 
In Nic bnond's cool Grotto's reclin'd 297 
In vain's the Force of Female Arms 310 
In Chloe Frowns I read my Fate 317 | 
Joy to great Cz/ar 11 
Fockey met with Ferry fair 12 
In Beauty or Wit 250 
In Slumber {weet 525 Perus lay 280 
In ancient Davs I've heard with Horn: 39 
In Storms when Clouds the Moon doc: hide 331 
In Kent ſo fam'd of old 159 
In the Fields of Froſt and Snow 171 
In a dark filet e ſhady Grove 228 
I'll languiſh no mere at the Glance of your Eye 265 
PH tell thee Diet where I have been 48 
If from the Luſtre of the Sun 5 
If the Heart of a Man is depreſe'd with Cares 57 
If Corinna would but hear 313 
If I live to be old for I find I go down 92 | 
If the Glaſſes they are empty 326 | 


It is not that I love you lxſs 7 


The TABLE; 


It is not Celia in our Pow'r 

folly Souls that are gen'rous and free 
Inſpir'd by Intereſt, Paſſions, or Whims 
Itirerants we are, and merrily agree 


Jolly Reger, Tavangdills of Plzuden-H:1! 


L. 
| Ove wearied with his roving Flights 


Love's a Dream of mighty Treature 
Love's a gentle generous Paſſion 
Love 1s like the raging Ocean 
Little Syren of the Stage 
Let Burgundy flow 
Let us revel and roar 
Let bold Ambition lie 
Let Prudes and Coquets their Intentions 
Liſten all, I pray, to the Words I have to fay 
Lovely Ruler of my Heart 
Little Flea, why ſo Blood-chirſty 
Lately in yonder ſwelling Buſh 


M. 


Others thro' too much Pride or Love 

Miitaken Fair lay Sherfoct by 
aids like Courtiers mutt be woo'd 

Maidens beware ye 

Mortals wiſely learn to meaſure 

My Matters give ear 

My C4hze, why d'ye ſlight me 

My Love is all Madneſs and Folly 


My Days have been ſo wond'rous free 


My Focky blyth for what thou'tt done 
My Yi is of Form divine 


Ag 


= The TABLE. 


N. 


OT this blooming April Seaſon 

Not £der's Garden did diſdain 

Now the hungry Lions roar 

No more, Sir, no more, I'll &en give it o'er 


No more think me falſe, for the Flame ncver dies 


No longer Ill bear 

No ſcornful Beauty eer ſhall boaſt 

No, no, *tis in vain in this turbulent Town 
Nay, prithee why d'ye fly 


O. 


My little Punchinello 

O why did &er my Thoughts aſpire 
O the Broom, the bonny Broom 
O Cupid, why art thou purſuing 
O ye bleſs'd Pow'rs, propitious be 


O fay ! what is that Thing call'd Light 


One Evening the lovelieſt Pair 

One Night when all the Village ſlept 
Of all Occupations 

Of all our fond Diverſions 

Of old we read of Nymphs that ſtray d 
Of all the Lads in London 'Town 

Of noble Race was Shinken 

Of all the World's Enjoyments 

Of al! the mighty Powers above 

Of all States in Life ſo various 

Others falſe Tongues can you believe 
Oh what Pleaſures will abound 

Oh the Time that 1s paſt 

Oh what Pain it is to ſee 


Oh think not the Maid whom you ſcore 


Oh Love if a God thou wilt be 
Oh ccaſe, ceaſe, urge no more 
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The TABLE. xĩ 


Page 
Oh London is a dainty Place 327 
Old Poets have told us when they were grown mellow 
18 
Old Adam it is true 27 
Once on a Summer's Ev'ning fair 268 
Obſerve the num'rous Stars which grace 293 
Our Shop-keepers Wives are ſo poliſt!'d of late 99 
P. 
TYIUrſuing Beauty Men deſcry 36 
| Pity my Fate ye tender Youths 60 
hillis the lovely, the charming and fair 149 
Poor Celia once was very fair 298 
Prithee Choe not ſo faſt 336 
R. 
DEtctrain'd from the Sight of my Dear 6 
; Ranging the Plain one Summer's Night 305 
Remember Damon you did tell 95 
Reign, S, I via, reign 263 
Ring, ring the Bar-Bell of the World 239 
8. 
EE in the limpid floating Glaſs 27 
See, ſee ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes 244 
See, from the filent Grove Alexis flies 63 
Sure ne'er was a Dog ſo wretched as I 275 
Say, cruel Amoret, how long 284 
Say, good Maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your Butt 45 
Say, lovely Dream, where could'ſt thou find 108 
Says Roger to Will both our Teams ſhall lie ſtil! 149 
Silvia, on her Arm reclining 304 
Stripp'd of their Greens our Groves appear 399 
Seud back my long ſtray'd Eyes to me 97 
Strephon, 


xi The TABL. 


Page 
Sereg len, when you fee me fly 104 
Silent Night yields no Repoſe 137 
Sad Philo: gh'd to the Wind a 154 
State and Ambit ion, all Joy to great C 182 
She ſung wich ſuch a ſweetneſs ſung 302 
She that would gain a conſtant Lover 265 
Sweet Sukey, my Heart's Delight 27 
| Since we mutt part, my Love adieu 218 
Since you will needs my Heart poſlef+ 246 
Since we poor flaviſh Women know 258 
Since all the World's tur'd upſide down 240 
Shall Strangers weep, and {111 not 1 296 
'T 
Hrice happy Z/zzy, blooming Maid 3 
—— 0 d the Conditions of Life 9 
The 1Ma:: #5: Youth 6 
The 7 thera Sor5ter of the Skies 252 
The utmo!t Grace tae Greeks cou'd ſhew ibid. 
The Frantick know 276 
The Morn wrs fair, the Sky ſerene 32 


The Laſs that wou'd know how to manage her Man 38 


The azi'rous Spark talks of Flames, Darts, and Fires. 


46 

The Vowntain of the De/+/:ian God 54 
Ihe ir'-!- of ev'ry Grove I choſe 338 
eff the Court ſo common are grown 58 
hegen had juſt withdraw? his Fires 307 
Ine Ni i vas fill, the ir ſerene 329 
"he thi:ity Earth ſoaks up the Rain 332 
he faire: Month of the fair Year ibid. 
dhe cone that all things turns at Will 110 
Tuc Gentlefolks of Laucha 311 
The Co ge has a Daughter 126 
the L:wiand Maids gang t 8 and ſine 134 
1 ls Doi r is fee'd for a darig'rous Draught 140 
he duty Night rides down the Sky 141 
The 
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The more we ſec of human Kind 

The Man that is drunk is void of all Care 

The Cupid's had left all the Lawns 

The Charms of bright Beauty ſo powerful are 
The Sun was juſt ſetting, the . was done 
The Sun was now withdrawn 

The Soldier diſbanded and forc'd for to beg 

The Youth whom 1 

'The Charge is prepar'd, the Lawy ers are met 
The Laſs of Bromball. Green 


xiii 


Page 


142 
148 
168 
183 
201 
206 
215 
280 
219 
318 


The Hounds are all out, and the Morning does Peep 


The Charms of Florime! 
The Turtle lamenting 
"Tis Int'reſt that governs Mankind 


"Tis Woman that ſeduces all Mankind : 


Tis my Glory to adore you 

Tell me not Celia once did bleſs 

Tell me no more I am deceiy'd 

Tell me no more you love in vain 

The Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feait 
The roſy Morn unbarr'd her Gates 

Thyrfis, a young and am'rous Swain 

"Twas in the ſolemn Noon of Night 

That which her ſlender Waiſt confin'd 

That the World is a Lottery what Man can doubt 
Tell me ye gay, ye brave, ye wiſe 

To charming Celia's Arms I flew 

To filent Groves where weeping Yew. 

That Man why tor Life 

To his pebr Cell, a Satyr led 

To thee, the brigliteſt of thy Race 

To ali you H.ibands and you Wives 

To hug yourtelt in perfect Eaſe 

To ou who live at Home at Eaſe 
Two-Gads of great Honour, Pacchus and 45d 
Tom WW were Shepherd Swains 

Tix. ,\rts which common Beauties move 


Xiv The TABLE. 


Page 
Tho' you make no return to my Paſſion _ 
Tho — Phillis thou art coy 299 
Tho? late I was a Nun moft pure 316 
Tobacco's but an Indian Weed 146 
 Tibby has a ſtore of Charms 209 
Transform'd in female Shape 217 
Thus I ſtand like a Tur4 with his Doxies all round 221 
Thus when the Tempeſt high 246 
Thou art fo fair and cruel too 243 
Thou riſing Sun whoſe gladſome Ray 289 
Thy vain Purſuit fond - Youth give o'er 314 
Troy had a Breed of brave ſtout Men 226 
Then as it feli out on a Holiday 230 
U. 
Ngrateful Love thus ev'ry Hour 283 
Virgins are like the fair Flow'r in its Luſtre 110 
Upon Clarinda's panting Breaſt - 208 
W. 

„Silvia, will you ftill be ſhy 248 
Why ſhould we that Ambition call * 16 

Why, Damon, with the forward Day 27 
Why, Lycidas, ſhould Man be vain 34 
Why, Celia, ſhould you fo. much ſtrive 258 
Why, Delia, when I tell the Pain 342 
Wine, Wine in a Morning 10 
When mighty Roaſt-Beef was the Exglii man's Food 2 
When you cenſure the Age 249 
When Doll wiſe the grave diſdair: 19 
When a Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gains "mY 
When Chbe's Picture was to Chloe ſhewn ib. 
When Silvia ſtrikes the trembling Strings 25 
When I viſit proud Celia juſt come from my Glaſs 29 
When Cynthia ſaw Bath/heba's Charms 279 
When Daphne o'er the Meadows fled WE . 81 
en 
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The TABLE. xv 


Pa 
When a Lady like me condeſcends to agree 15 
When Gammer Curtos firſt I knew 56 


When Molly ſmiles beneath her Cow 67 
When charming Silvia firſt I faw 


5 
When Trees did bud, and Fields were green 99 
When gay Philander fell a Prize 105 
When Delia on the Plain appears 121 
When Jenny firſt began to love 135 
When Chloe ſhines ſerenely gay 285 
When Lovers for Favours petition + 295 
When firſt, Dorinda, your bright Eyes 244 


When Si/via, in bathing, ber Charms did expoſe 222 
When humming Brown-Beer was the Engli/hman's 70 


2 


Woman's like the ſlatt ring Ocean 2 G 
Woman, Nature's greateſt Beauty 100 
Was ever Nymph like Ro/amond 17 
Was ever Miſtreſs fo gentle as mine 317 
Were I laid on Greenlanffs Coaſt 217 
What Torment ye Pow'rs I ſuſtain 115 
What a Pother of late 205 
What's all the World to me 220 
What Claſs ip Life tho' ne'er ſo great 253 
Whenever CH I 1 80 170 
With early Horn 69 
With Gems as bright as are thy Eyes 308 
With her ro World will I wander 291 
While on thoſe lovely Looks I gaze 228 
Welcome, welcome, Fs Debtor 202 
Who, to win a Woman's Favour gk 
Whoe'er to a Wife | 296 
Wine does Wonders ev'ry Day | 326 
V. 
Reger came tapping at Do/ly's Window 3 
n ** and Phillis 43 
Young Pacchus, when merry, beſtriding his Tun 124 
Young Viviana, gay and fair 312 
Young Auna and Philip, a kind loving Fair 1 65 
our 


xvi The TABLE. 


Your Friendſhip I court 

You twice ten hundred Deities 
You meaner Beauties of the Night 
You pretty Birds that fit and ſing 
You I love by all that's true 


Youth's the Seaſon made for Joys _ 115 
Ye People of Jreland both Country and City 118 
Ye Purple-blooming Roſes 312 | 
Ye Nymphs who frequent thoſe ſweet Plains 173 
Ye Cats that at Midnight 328 

2. 


Ephyr who with Spring returning 251 
Zeno, Plato, Ari ſtotil 325 
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1 Song I. The Miller of Mansfield. 
4 O W happy a State does the Miller poſſeſs, 


Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 

a On his Mill and himſelf he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at 

(Court. 


What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 


The more he's be-powder'd, the more like a Beau: 
A Clown in this Dreſs may be honeſter far 


Than a Courtier, who ftruts in his Garter and Star. 


4 Tho' his Hands are fo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
$ The Hands of his Betters are not very clean; 
A Palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 
Gold, in handling, will ftick to the Fingers Iike 


(Mea!. 


What if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 

He cribs, without Scruple, from other Men's Sacks : 
'B In this, of right noble Examples he brags, *" 
— ; Who borrows as freely from other Men'sBags, 
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Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an Eſtate, 
In this, he would mimick the Tools of the State, 
Whoſe Aim is alone their Coſters to fill, 
As all his Concern's to bring Griit to his Mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down, when he's weary, contented does he ; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ting ; 
If fo happy a Miller, then who'd be 2 King? 


Sox G II. Roaſt Beef. 


HEN mighty roaſt Beef was the Erglibman's 
(Food, 


It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood ; 

Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good. 
Ob the roa Beef of old England, and old Engliſh 

raft Beg 

But fince we have learn'd from all-conquering France, 

To eat their Ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We are fed up with nothing, but vain Complaiſance. 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 


Our Fathers, of old, were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open Houſe, with good Chear all Day long, 

Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song. 
Oh the roa Beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled, to what ſhall I name, 

A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe Honours, that once ſhone in Fame. 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 


When Good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the Throne, 

E're Coffee, or Tea, and ſuch Slip-Slops were known, 

The World was in Terror, if &er the but frown. 
Oh the roaft Beef, &c. 


In thoſe Days, it Fleets did preſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom, or never, return'd back again, 
As witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Sparr. 

Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 


Oh 
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Oh then they had Stomachs to eat, and to fight, 
And when Wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
(right ; 
But now we're a ——[ could, but good Night. 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 


Soxc III. Yung Roger came tapping, &c. 


OUNG Roger came tapping at Dalh's Window, 
Thumpaty, tumpaty, tump. 
He begg'd for Admittance, ſhe anſwered him no, 
Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump. 
My Dolly, my Dear, your true Love is here, 
| Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump. 
No, no, Roger, no, as you came, you may go. 
Slumpaty, ſlumpaty, ſlump. 


Oh ! then ſhe recall'd, and recall'd him again, 
Humpaty, humpaty, hump. 

Whilſt he, like a Mad-man, ran over the Plain. 
Slumpaty, ſlumpaty, ſlump. 

Oh ! what is Reaſon, dear Dolly, he cry'd, 
Humpaty, humpaty, hump. 

That thus I'm caft off, and unkindly deny'd. 
Trumpaty, trumpaty, trump. 


Some Rival more dear, I gueſs, has been here. 
Crumpaty, crumpaty, crump. 

Suppoſe there's been two, Sir, pray what's that to you, Sir. 
Numpaty, numpaty, nump. 

Ou! then, with a Sigh, his ſad Farewell he took. 

Humpaty, humpaty, hump. 

\nd all in Deſpair, he leap'd into the Brook. 
P!umpaty, plumpaty, plump. 

is Courage he cool'd, he found himſelf fool'd. 
ilumpaty', mumpaty, mump. 

tle ſwam to the Shore, and faw Doll no more. 
Rumpaty, rumpaty, rump. 
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Determin'd to find, a Damſel more kind. 

6 Plumpaty, plumpaty, plump. 

While Dollh's afraid, ſhe muſt die an old Maid. 
Mumpaty, mumpaty, mump. 


SoN G IV. Sciciatta dal ſuo nido in Rodelinds. 


Cel. my little Punchinello, 
My little dapper Fellow, 
Have you heard that Farinelli 


Is coming over. 


Punch. O no ------------- my Columbin», 
J hear that Carifteno, 
The famous Cariſteno, 
Who has pleas'd both the King and Queen a, 
Sets out for Dower. 


Col. But J hope my Sene/ino 
Is no ſuch Rover. 


Punch. O, no, your Sexefino | 
Has lick'd himſelf quite clean -o, 
Has, of thouſands, made fifteen - 5. 
And lives in Clover. 


Cal. After ＋ 04 or Handel, 
Where d' ye think the Town will dandle ; 
Or who ſhall hold the Candle? 


Punch. — — I care nota Farthing, 
But Harlequin's Lun - | 
Has cook'd a deal of Fun - 5 
Of Pantomine and Pun - 9, 
And expects a mighty Run 

At Covent- Garden. 
Col. Shall us go and ſee the Fun - 
At Covent - Garden. 


Punch. In Play-houſes, full fix -o, 
One knows not where to fix -, 
Till they let us in for Nix - 0. 
That's Punche's Bargain. 


3,7 In Play-houſes, .. So x 
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Song V. White oak. 


By no falſe Arts of Lite betray'd, 
Bleſs'd Tenant of the rural Scene; 
Whoſe Joys unmix'd with pining Care, 
Which prey upon the modiſh Fair ; 
When Evening comes with artleſs Smile, 
Dees all her pleaſing Toils beguile, 


With tripping o'er th' enamell'd Green, 


Clarinda fair, in Jewels dreſs'd, 
The Pride of Theatres confeſs'd, 

Still ſhines with irreſiſtleſs Mien: 
Tho' Muſick, Action, Words conſpire 
To wake her Soul to ſoft Defire ; 
Delight like this will quickly cloy, 
And Lizzy take more perfect Joy 

In tripping o'er th' enamelPd Green. 
When Lindamira, in the Dance, 

To ſprightly Airs does ſwift advance, 


And graceful moves like Beauty's Queen ; 


Tho? Crowds of Beaux admiring gaze, 
Nor fick*ning Prudes refuſe her Praiſe, 
The flatter'd Belle's not half ſo bleſs'd, 
And Lizzy's of more Joys poſleſs'd, 

In tripping o'er th' enamelPd Green. 
When Coguetilla Cards invite, 
To while away the ſocial Night, 

And baniſh far corroding Spleen ; 
0 Chance, indulgent to her Will, 
myeys, each circling Deal, Spadille z 
de Sweets of Gain are leſs refin'd, 
ind ſofter Tranſports ſooth the Mind, 
Of Lizzy when ſhe trips the Green. 


B 3 


HRICE happy Lizzy, blooming Maid, 
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Hail bliſsful Life which Lizzy leads 
Midſt bubbling Springs and painted Meads, 
ſuſt Emblem of the golden Mean ; 
A Life with faireit Virtue grac'd, 
Whoſe ebbing Moments ſweetly waſte ; 
Made doubly joyous, chearful, gay, 
When Lizz; crowns th' indulgent Day, 
With tripping o'er th enamell'd Green 


SoN G VI. Tiveed Side. 


Eſtrain'd from the Sight of my Dear. 
No Object with Pleaſure I ſec, 
Tho' Thouſands all round me appear, 
The World's but a Detart to me; 
Eyv*ry Morning her Charms to ſurvey 
Sos Abſence I'd gi dly excuſe, 
Tis her Eyes that reſtore me the Day, 
Tis Night when their Luſtre I loſe. 


In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreſs'd fo bloomingly gay, 4 
The Birds that celightfully ſing 
Delight not when Celia's away: 
Oh! gc the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
the Seaſons unheeded may roll, 
Her Preſence like Midſummer warms, 
Her Abſence out-freezes the Pole. 


Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
I weeping disburthen my Care; 
I tell to the Rocks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Eccho's but ſooth my Deſpair : 
Ye Streams that ſoft murmuring flow, 
Convey to my Love e'ery Tear; [ 
Ye Rocks that reſound with my Woe, 
Repeat my Complaints in her Ear. 


O tell her I languiſhing lie | 
In the Midſt of Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That tis only herſelf can ſuppiy 
The Cure that retrieves trom the Tomb : 


And 


And 
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And if the dear Charmer ſhall deign 


To equal my amorous Fire, 


That Moment will eaſe all my Pain, 


New Life and new Pleaſure inſpire. 


Song VII. Colin's Complaint, 


NE Evning the lovelieſt Pair 
That ever frequented the Plan, 

Bright Lydia th' all-conquering Fair, 

And Damon the beautiful Swain, 
Sat down in a Jeſſamine Grove, 

Where a murmuring Rivulet ſtray d, 
When Damon to kindle old Love 

Thus ſoftly reproached the Maid. 


Dam. O Lydia ! while I was that he 

That ever was bleis'd with your Charms, 
And never a Shepherd but me | 

Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle your Arms ; 
Then 3 all chearful did ſing, 

And his Happineſs yielding to none, 
Deſpis'd all the Pomp of a King, 

And lighted a glittering Throne, 


Hd. Falſe Damen ! the Virgin reply'd, 
Whilſt you true and conſtant did prove, 
Conſuming whole Days by my Side 
In ſighing and talking of Love; 
Whilit Phillis's Beauty did yield 
To mine in your delicate Eye, 
Then I was the Pride of the Field, 
No Queen was fo happy as I. 


Dam. Ah name not that beautiful Dame, 
She has totally raviſh'd my Heart, 
Her Charms ſet me all in a Flame 
Which ſhe fans with her muſical Art; 
One Touch of that powerful Breath 
Wounds a Heart as it pierces an Ear, 
For her I would freely meet Death 
Would the Powers my Goddeſs but ſpare. 
B 4 Ly. 
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Lyd. Alexis the bloomingeſt Youth 
That treads on the flowery Plains, 
With innocent Arts and pure Truth, 
My Heart not unwilling detains : 
Still burning with mutual Deſire 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy, 
Far oft'ner than once I'd expire 
To ſave the adorable Boy. 


Dam. But now if my Heart ſhould return 
To the Duty it owes thee again ; 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn 
A Conqueſt ſhe could not maintain : 
If humbly thy Pardon he'll crave, 
And figh when he thinks on the Time 
He lighted thy Love, wilt thou leave 
Thy Damon to die for his Crime? 


Lz. l. Ah! no, tho' Alexis the Fair 
His Charms like a Planet» diſplays, 

And thou art unconſtant as Air, | 
And wrathful as bellowing Seas ; 

Yet with thee a long Series of Years 
Like a Minute of Joy I'd conſume, 
And at Death not lament thee with Tears, 
Bat lay myſelf down in thy Tomb. 


Song VIII. Polwarth on the Green. 


Streph. AVE you not ſeen the Morning Sun 
Peep over yonder Hill, | 
Then you have ſeen my Chhe's Charms, 
At belt, but painted ill. 
Col. Have you not ſeen a Butterfly 
With Colours bright and gay, 
Then you have ſeen a Thing leſs fine 
Than Molly cloath'd in grey. 


Streph. The Roſe you'll ſay of all the Field 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt Hue, 

But to compare with Chloe's Cheek: 
-It wants the Lally too. 


As 
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As I fat by her on the Plain 
And talk'd the Hours away, 

She breath'd ſo ſweet I thought myſelf 
In Fields of new mow'd Hay. 


Col. Not the ſweet Breath that breath'd from Cows 
With Molly's can compare, 
And when ſhe ſings the liſtening Folks 
Stand filent round to hear. 
She ſaid, as we were walking once 
Along the ſhady Grove, 
There's none but Colin Molly loves, 
And will for ever love. 


Streph. Believe not, Friend, a Woman's Word, 
you are much to blame; 
For t' other Night behind the Elms 
She ſwore to me the ſame. 
Col. Yet I'll believe your Chle's Word 
As on my Breaſt ſhe laid, 
This Strepbhon is ſo dull a Clown 
He'll think me ftill a Maid.” 


Song IX. An old Waman cloathed in gren. 


HR O' all the Conditions of Life, 
We each of us plunder each other, 
The Husband he plunders his Wife, 
The Siſter ſhe plunders her Brother; 
The Guardian he plunders his Ward, 
The Lawyer his Client the ſame ; 
The Thief plunders all, *till a Cord 
Puts an end to his Rapine and Shame. 


SoncG X. I am a jolly Toper. 


F all Occupations 
A 'Toper's far the beſt, 
For when the World's Affairs run croſs 
Good Liquor gives him Reſt : 
And a toping wwe will go, will go, will go, 
And a toping we «vill go. 
ED | | B 5 lere“ 
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Here's to thee, honeſt F ack my Boy, 
This Wine will chear our Hearts ; 
And if the Bottle's almoit out 
We'll call for Yotl;er Quart: 
And a toping, &c. 


What tho' your ſober Sneakers 
Call jolly Topers Swine ; 

Becauſe they wallow in the Dirt, 
And we do ſwim in Wine: 
And a toping, &C. 


The Muſick that delights us moſt 
Is when the Bar- bell rings; 

For when the Wine's got in our Heads 
We fancy that we're Kings: 
And a toping, &c. 


Good Liquor drives away all Cares 
Which do perplex Men's Lives; 
For when we've drank our Courage up 
We fear no ſcolding Wives: 

And a toping, &c. 


We'll drink at Morn, at Noon, at Night, 
The Glaſs ſhall ill go round: 
And when we cannot fit upright, 


Well drink upon the Ground : 
And a toping, &C. 


See how the ſhining Sparkles riſe 
When you fill your Glaſſes high, 
Tho' gouty Pains attack our Limbs, 
We'll drink until we die : 
| Anda toping, &c. | 
The Lover lives by Ce/ia's Smiles, 
And if ſhe frowns he dies ; 
But what are Women's Smiles or Frowns 
To jolly drinking Boys: 
And a toping, &C. 
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Let Mifers heap up ſordid Gold 
To pleaſe their greedy Souls; 

We value not their Maſs of Dirt 
Give us but flowing Bowls : 
And a toping, &C. 


Let Whigs and Tories plague their Head: 
To ſettle State Affairs, 

Well drink and ne'er regard their Noiſe 
If we live a thouſand Years : 
But a toping ve «vill go, ⁊cill go, avill ge, 
But à toping awe will go 


SonG XI. Toy to great Cæſar. 


OY to Great Cz/ar, 

Long Life, Love, and Pleaſure, 
"is a Health that divine is, 

Fill your Glaſs full as mine is 
Let none fear a Fever, 

But take it off thus, Boys, 
et the King hive for ever, 

Tis no Matter for us, Boys. 


Try all the Loyal, 

Defy all, give Denial, 
Sure none thinks his Glaſs too big here, 

Nor any Prig here, 

Or ſneaking hig here 

Of Cripple Tom's Crew, 

That now looks blue, 

His Heart achs too, 

The Tap won't do, 

His Zeal ſo true, 

And Projects new, 

Ill Fate does now purſue. 

Let Tories guard the King, 
Let M big in Halters ſwing, . 
Let Pill and Shute be ſnamm' d, 
Let buggr ing Oates be _ , 
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Let cheating Players be nick'd, 
The Turn- coat Scribe be kick'd, 
Let Rebel City Dons 

Who neer beget their Sons, 
Let every Whiggih Peer 

'That rapes a Lady fair, 

And leaves his only Dear 

The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 

Be puniſt'd out of Hand, 

And forc'd to pawn his Land, 

J“ atone the grand Affair. 


Great Charles, like Fehowabh, 
Spares Foes would unking him, 

And warms with his Graces 
The Vipers that ſting him, 

"Till crown'd with juſt Anger 
The Rebels he ſeizes, 

Thus Heaven can thunder 
Whenever it pleaſes. 


Then to the Duke fill fill up the Glaſs, 

The Son of our Martyr, belov'd of the King, 
Envy'd and lov'd, 
Yet bleſs'd from above, 

Secur'd by an Angel ſafe under his Wing. 


Faction and Folly, 
And State Melancholy, 
With Tony in Whigland for ever ſhall dwell : 
Let Wit, V5 ine, and Beauty 
Then teach us our Duty, 
For none c'er can love or be wiſe and rebel. 


SoN XII. Over the Hills and far away. 


Ocky met with Jenny Fair 
Alt by the dawning of the Day; 
But Joch now is fu* of Care, 

Since Jenny ſtaw his Heart away: 


— 


Alths' 


' 
\ 
| 
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Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake! unkind, 
Which gars poor Focky aften rue, 
That Cer he loo'd a fickle Mind. 
And it's er the Hills and far away, 
It's der the Hills and far away, 
It's der the Hills and far away, 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away. 


Now Tocky was a bonny Lad, 
As &er was born in Scotland fair ; 
But now, poor Man, he's een gane wood, 
Since Fenny has gart him deſpair. 
Young Focky was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love when he was young ; 
But a' the Springs that he cou'd play, 
Was o'er the Hills and far away. 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


He ſung—when firſt my Jenny's Face 
I ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd fo fu' of Grace, 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas ! with Sorrow kill'd ; 
Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Twad put an End to my Deſpair , 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, ; 
And wavers like the Winter Wind. 
And it's der the Hills, &c. 


Ah! could ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 

That for her Sake I undergae, 

She coudna chuſe but grant Relicf, 

And put an End to a' my Grief ; 

' But oh ! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 

Which cauſes a' my Sighs and Care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Diſdain, 

And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain. 

And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


Hard was my Hap to fa in Love, 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove; 


Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray d: 
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A Thouſand Times to me ſhe ſware, dl 
She wou'd be true for evermair; 
But to my Grief, alake ! I fay, V 


She ſtaw my Heart, and ran away. 
And it's o'er the Ililll, &c. 


Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 
I maun g:e wander for her Sake, 
And inilk Wood and gloomy Grove, 


Ill fighing ſing adlieu to Love; B 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 
ll never truſt a Woman more; 1 


Fra" a' their Charms Ill flee away, 
And on my Pipe I'll iweetly play, 
O'er Hills and Dales, and far away, 


Out ger the Hills, and far oxway, | 
Out ger the Hills, and far away, f 
The V ind has blawn my Plaid away. a 


# 


Sox XIII. By ſmooth winding Tay. 


Y ſmooth winding Tay | 
A Swain was reclining, 
Aft: cry'd he, oh hey! | 


NMaun I ſtill live pining, 
My fell! thus away, 
And dare na' diſcover, 
To my bonny Hay, 
That I am her Lover. 
Nae mair it will hide, 
The Flame waxes ſtranger, 
If ſhe's not my Bride, 
My Days are nae langer : | 
Then I'll take a Heart, 's 
And try at a Venture, 
May be, e're we part, 
My Vows may content.her, 


She's 
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She's freſh as the Spring, 


And iweet as Aurora, 
When Birds mount and ſing, 
Bidding Day a good Morrow. 
The Sward of the Mead, 
Enamelrd with Daike-. 
Looks wither'd and dead, 
When twin'd of her Grace. 


But if ſhe appear, 

Where Verdures invite her, 
The Fountain runs clear, 

And Flow'rs ſmell the ſweeter : 
"Tis Heav'n to be by, 

When her Wit is flowing, 
Her Smiles and bright Eye 

Set my Spirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, 

The deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with Amaze, 

My Mind is confounded ; 
I'm all in a Fire, 

Dear Maid, to careſs thee, 
For a' my Deũre 

Is Hay's bonny Laſſie. 


Song XIV. Wine, Wine in a Morne 


INE, Wine in a Morning, 
Ma kes us frolick and gay, 
That like Eagles we ſoar, 

In the Pride of the Day, 
Gouty Sots of the Night 


Only find a Decay. 


"Tis the Sun ripes the Grape, 
And to Drinking gives Light ; 
We imitate him, | 
When by Noon we are at Height ; 
They ſteal Wine who take it, 
When he's out of Sight. 
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Boy, fill all the Glaſſes, 

Fill them up now he ſhines, 
The higher he riſes, 

The more he refines ; 
For Wine and Wit fall, 

As their Maker declines. 


. * 
Sov XV. Come let us prepare, 1 

6 

HE Macedon Youth A 

Left behind him this Truth, M 

That nothing is done with much thinking ; F. 
He drunk, and he fought, v 
Till he had what he ſought, N 
The World was his own by geod drinking. \ 
He drench'd his brave Soul, £ 
In a plentiful Bowl, N 

1 


And caſt away Trouble and Sorrow ; 
His Head never run, ' 
Of what was to be done, | 

For he car'd not to Day, for to Morrow. 


Song XVI. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


H Y ſhould we that Ambition call 
To get at Court a ſervile Place, 
Where to pleaſe one we flatter all, 
And muſt gain Honour by Diſgrace, 
Where, for our Pleaſure and our Eaſe, 
We ſuffer Pain and Wearmeſs. 


Where all Things we muſt ſay, or do, 
Which fartheſt are from Mind or Heart ; 
Still thoſe who run from us purſue, 2 
And to gain Truſt with Virtuc part, | 
Where we (ourſelves more high to raiſe) 


Our Faith and Honour muſt debaſe. 


& =» 


2888 Where 


* 
E, 


B LOW on ye Winds, deſcend ſoft Rains 
0 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. »7 


Where we mult ſay as great Fools ſay, 
Do what great Knaves will have us do, 
That we for Wits with Coxcombs may, 
With Fools for Politicians go ; 

To gain Court-favour there, and Praiſe, 
With all the World beſides Diſgrace. 


Where we muſt flatter him we hate, 
Or, what is worſe, him we deſpiſe : 
To broken Slumbers lie down late, 
And early to proud Levees riſe, 

Muſt paſs our Youth in real Pain, 

For Eaſe in Age to hope in vain. 


Where we muſt change Day into Night, 
Night into Day, at others Will; 

Muſt take Diſguſts to give Delight, 

And flight good Men to honour III; 
Make many Foes, nay be our own, 

To gain a Friend where there is none. 


Son XVII. Was ever Nymph like Roſamond. 


AS ever Nymph like Ro/amend, 
So fair, ſo faithful, and ſo fond, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Charm and Grace; 
I'm all Defire, 
My Heart's on Fire, 
And leaps and ſprings to her Embrace. 
Da Cape, 


SonG XVIII. Blow on ye Winds. 


To ſooth my tender Grief ; 
ur ſolemn Muſick lulls my Pains, 
And gives me ſhort Relief, 
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In ſome lone Corner would I fit 
Retir'd from human Kind ; 

Since Mirth, nor Show, nor ſpar ding Wit 
Can pleaſe my anxious Mind. 

The Sun, which makes all Nature giv, 
Torments my weary Eyes ; 

And in dark Shades I ſpend the Day, 
Where Eccho ſlceping lies. 

The iparkling Stars which gaily ſhine, 
Aud glitt'ring deck the Night, 

Are all ſuch cruel Foes of mine 
cken at their Sight. 


SoN XIX. Not this blooming, &c. 


O this blooming 4%, Seaſon 
Can relieve my aching Heart; 
Sp:ght cf all the Force of Reaſon, 
Still I act a frantick Part: 
As the Canker eats the Roſes, 
And the ſpringing Green deitroys, 
So Deſpair my Relt oppoſes, 
Ard conſumes my riling joys. 


Every Valley, Field and Mountain, 
Flow'ry Plain and verdant Grove, 
Warbling Bird and ſparkling Fountain, 

Minds me of my luckleſs Love : 
When the Cowſlip I diſcover, 

Springing o'er the Primroſe fair, 
Thee (I fi F my gentle Lover 

Would os cropp'd to deck my Hair. 


If I fadly fit reflecting 
By ſome bloomy Hawthorn Tree ; 
All my Sorrows recollecting, 
Love, I crv, reſembles thee : 
He all flow'ry can appear, 
To conceal his poiſon'd Dart, 
But the Wretch, that truſts him near, 
Graſps a Thorn and wounds the Heart. 


SONG 
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SonG XX. Greenwood Tree. 


HEN Dolly wiſe, the Grave diſdain, 
The ple: ſing Paſſion Love, 
All Senſe out-grown of Joys and Pain, 
By thoughtleſs Spleen they move: 
III Nature fits in Judgment's Place, 
When Love like mine they blame ; 
Who can the glowing Heart but praiſe ? 
When Merit makes the Flame. 


Like them, but ſway'd by Reaſon's Rule, 
Amaz'd, I view the Weak, 
Who Learning love in Folly's School, 
Miſtake the Bliſs they ſeek : 
Too oft, alas! the Face that's fair, 
With feign'd good Humour gay, 
Conceals the Soul that's inſincere, 
And clouds the promis'd Day. 


- To her my Heart its Homage owes, 

On true Deſert intent, | 

Whoſe Senſe of Nature's Bleſſing 
No farther than Content : 

Such Beauty Time itſelf ſhall ſpare, 
Or what that Loſs ſupplies ; 

Virtue ſhall make her Reaſon's Care, 
And charm the Lover's Eyes. 


Her Face imperfect Conqueſt made, 
And could but greatly charm, 

Her Mind the ſubtile Fire convey'd, 
With which my Soul is warm: 

Ĩhben guiltleſs, let me hope the Flame 
* May reach at laſt ſo far, 

To catch the Cauſe from whence it came. 

And blcis a faithful Pair, 
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SonG XXI. I am a jolly Toper. 


F all our fond Diverſions, 
A Hunter is the beſt, 
In ſpight of Wars and Party Jars, 
That Sport has ſtood the Teſt. 
Aud a hunting ve will go, &C. 


Of Nimrod, and of Eſau, 
What gallant Feats they tell ? 
On Foot they follow'd hunting, 
They lov'd the Sport ſo well. 
And a hunting ace will go, &c. 


O had'ſt thou, brave Aon, 
But minded more thy Game, 
Thou nc'er had'ſt paid ſo dearly, 
For peeping at Hat ſame. 
And a hunting wwe will ge, &c. 


Herſelf Diana Goddeſs, 
The Pride of female Race, 
| Preferr'd to am'rous fooling 
The Pleaſures of the Chace. 
Anu a hunting wwe will go, &c. 


Orion, fooliſh Hunter, 
Lur'd by a Petticoat, 
In the mid Chace he loiter'd, 
And ſo his Fate he got. 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 


But after this Diſaſter, 
He's made a heav'nly Sign, 
That he at leaſt may view the Sport 
He can no longer join. 
And a hunting <we <will go, &c. 
And hence it is we Hunters 
Ne'er break or Leg or Arm; 
For this our fellow Sportſman 
ProteQs us all from Harm. And, &c. 


Had 
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Had Dido not lov'd hunting, 


The am'rous Trejan brave 
Her Highneſs ne'er had ſolac'd, 
In F uns friendly Cave. Aud, &c. 


Euripides, had hunting 
Been lov'd but like thy Books, 
The Hounds had not devour'd these, 
They know a Sportſman's Looks. Aud, &c. 


If Friend, you're call'd a hunting, 
Throw all your Books aſide, 
Tis “ Horace thus adviſes) 
And mount your Horſe and ride. Aid, &c. 


Brisk Action cures the Vapours 
Th* Effect of lazy Sloth, 
And Muſick makes us chearful, 
So hunting's Mor both. And, &c. 


The Sport of Hunting renders 
Our Days ſo ſweet and long, 
It makes us better reliſh 
Our Glaſſes and a Song. And, &c. 


Our Laws prohibit hunting, 
To the Plebæian Race, 
Nor is it meet the Vulgar 
Should Royal Sports debaſe. Aud, &c 


The Briti/h Kings are Hunters, 
And frequent in the Chace, 
They fear no more than we do, 
A Weather-beaten Face. And, &c. 


Then fill a ſparkling Bumper, 
Fil take it off with glee, 


To all our Brother Hunters, 
In Courſe his Majeſty. And a hunting, &c. 


reid IV, Verſe 174, C.. 
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S0 1 
SonG XXII. On a Bank of Flowers, &c. | * 
H EN a Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gain, 3 
M hat Joys his Soul poſſeſs? Th 
The Mem'ry of his former Pain | : 5 
Augments his Happinels, . = 
J enjoy the Fair then trait he flies, J 
No Danger can the Youth ſurprize, | W1 
With a fal, lal, lal, la, la, &c. : 
Till in her Arms he dies. IN 
| J 
SoxG XXIII. When Chloe's Picture &c. WI 
4 
HEN C>he's Picture was to Chhe ſhown, Wh} 
Adorn'd with Charms and Beauty not her own, \ 

Where Hogarth, pitying Nature, kindly made 
Such Lips, ſuch Eyes, as Chhe never had. 8 


Ye Gods, ſhe cries, in Ecſtaſy of Heart, 

How near can Nature be expreſs'd by Art! 
Well it is wond'rous like! Nay, let me die, 
The very pouting Lip-——the killing Eye. 
Blunt and ſevere as Many in the Play, 
Dounrigl it replies — like, Madam, do you ſay ? 
The Picture bears this Likeneſs, it is true, 

The Canvas painted is, and fo are you. 


SonG XXIV. Of all the Girls that are jo 
ſmart. 


Others, thro' to much Pride or Love, 
Ne'er fail of Inclination, | 
o breed their Children far above 
The Level of their Station. 
The Farmer to the Dancing-School 
Muſt ſend his aukward Daughter, 
To ſpend what he ſhould give the Fool, 
To match her well hereafter. 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 23 


So when the Wench by am'rous Sighs 
Declares ſhe's ripe and ready, 

In Minuet and in Boree hes 
The Fortune of my Lady. 

Thus bred, the wanton clumſcy Laſs 
A working Life deſpiſes, 

And rather chuſing to be baſe, 
She falls before ſhe riſes. 


When if the Hoyden had been bred. 
io th' Ladle and the Needle, 
She would not then have been miſled, 
To ogle, kiſs, and wheedle. 
Wherefore thoſe Parents act awry, 
Ard in the main deceive 'em, 
Who breed their Children proudly high, 
Yet little have to give 'em. 


SoN XXV. Come chear up your Hearts. 


OME, chear up your Hearts, 
And call for your Quarts, 
An 


let there no Liquor be lacking, 
We have Money in Store, 
And intend for to roar, 

Until we have ſent it all packing 
Then Drawer make haſte, 
And let no Time waſte, 

But give ev'ry Man his Due : 

To avoid all Trouble 

Go fill the Pot double. 
Since he that made one made tau, 
Since he that made one made taco 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wine. 
'Tis that makes a Man to ſpeak truly ; 
What Sot can refrain, 
Or daily complain, 
hat he, m his Drink, is unruly ? 


nen 
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Then drink and be civil 
Intending no Evil, 
If that you'll be ruled by me ; 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made tao mace three, 
Since he, &c. 


The old Curmudgeon 
Sits all the Day drudging 
At home, with brown Bread and ſmall Beer, 
With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 
He ftarveth himſelf, 
Scarce eats a good Meal in a Year ; 
But we'll not do fo 
Howe'er the World go, 
Since that we have Money in Store ; 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made three made four, 
vince he &c. 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wine ; 
D'ye think I'll leave you i” th' Lyrch ? 
My re Pll pay 
E're I go awa 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Church 
Tho' ſome Men will ſay, 
This is not the Way 
For us in this World to thrive; 
"Tis no Matter for that 
Let us have other Quart, 
Since he that made four made five, 
Since he, &c. | 
A Pox of old Charon, 
Eis Brains are all barren, 
His Liquor (like Coffee is dry; 
But we are for Wine | 
"Tis Drink more divine, 
Without it we periſh and die, 
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Then troll it about, 
Until 'tis all out 
We'll affront him in ſpite of his Styx; 
If he grudges his Ferry 
We'll drink and be merry, 


Since he, that made Five, made Six; 
Since he, &c. 


But now the Time's come, 
That we all muſt go home, 
Our Liquor's all gone, that's for certain 
Which makes me repine 
That a God ſo Divine 
Won't give us one Cup at our parting. 
But ſince all is paid 
Let's not be diſmay'd, 
But fly to great Bacchus in Heaven : 
And chide him becauſe 
He made no better Laws, 
Since he, that made Six, made Seven. 
Since he, &C. 


SoN G XXVI. My Goddeſs Celia, heavenly 


Fair. 


VV HEN Sy/via ſtrikes the trembling Strings 
She charms with Melody divine ; 

But if a melting Air ſhe ſings, 
In Concert, all the Muſes join. 


The youthful, wanton little Loves 
Around the beauteous Charmer fly; 
Andev'ry Way the Virgin moves, 
She makes us love, and bids us die. 
The Graces preſs about the Fair, 


Where Youth and blooming Glories reign ; 
And, while her Voice imploys the Ear, 
Her Eyes provoke an am'rous Pain. 


C 
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How ſhall I mitigate my Woes ? 

O! where enjoy the wiſh'd Redreſs? 
A Stranger to all ſoft Repoſe 

Where Charms and Muſick both oppreſs. 
With her in Symphony we go; 

We ſoar, when ſhrill ſhe riſes high: 
And to foft Cadence finking low 

Intent the Faculties apply. 


Traliau Songs are wont to pleaſe, 

Tho! ſenſeleſs Words join Harmony: 
But ev'ry one to this agrees, 

Both Senſe and Mutick meet in thee. 


Soy XXVII. Chloe when I view 


A . * 
. ſmiling. 


HLO F, when I view thee ſmiling 
Joys celeſtial round me move, 
Pleating Viſions Care beguiling, 
Guard my State and crown my Lowe 


To behold thee gayly ſhining, 
Ez a Pleaſure paſt deſigning, 

Ev'ry Feature charins my Sight; 
But, O Heav'ns ! when I'm careſſing 


Thrilling Raptures never ceaſing, 
Fill my Soul with ſoft Delight. 


Oh] thou lovely deareſt Creature! 
Sweet Enſlaver of my Heart ; 

Beauteous Maſter- piece of Nature, 
Cauſe of all my Joy and Smart ! 


In thy Arms enfolded lay me, 

To diſſolving Bliſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my Soul to relt ; 
Gently, kindly, oh my Treaſure! 
Bleſs me, let me die with Pleaſure, 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt. 


thee 
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SoN G XXVIII. MWaft me ſome ſoft and cool- 


ins Brecze. 
E E! in the limpid floating Glaſs, 
How bright Aurelia does appear 
So Lilies, ina Cryſtal Caſe, 
Receive a Gloſs, and look more fair. 
She like the Orient Morning ſhows, 
When lifting o'er the Waves her Head ; 
Or Venus, when the Goddels roſe, 

And firſt forſook her wat'ry Bed. 
Take heed, ah! lovely Maid, take heed, 
Left in the Mirrour thou wou'dft ſpy 
Thy blooming Charms, and for them bleed, 

Narciſſus like, and for them dye. 
For who, unmov'd, can view that Breaſt ! 
That Shape! that Face! thoſe matchleſs Charms! 
find my Soul with Love poſſcts'd, 
And raging Fire my Boſom warms, 
Oh ! that ſhe was by me entwin'd, 
Where now the wat'ry Circles run ; 
Till we, like SaPmaces, join'd, 
Our Bodies blended both in one. 
Plunge in the Fount, ye old and weak, 
"1 will kindle Life, and Youth reſtcre; 
And, like thc Siygzan Current, make 
Your Limbs as vig'rcus as before. 


Sox G XXIX. Hop me each harmonious 
Grove. 
"TT ELP me, each harmonious Grove, 
Gently Whiſper, all ye Trees, 

Tune each warbling I hrcat to love, 

And col each Mead with ſofteſt Breeze; 
Dreathe ſwect Odours, ev'ry Flou'r, 

All your various Paintings ſhow ; 
Pleaſing Verdlure grace each Bow'r, 

Around lei cv'ry Bleſſing flow. 

C 2 Glide, 
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Glide, ye limpid Brooks, along: 
Phabus, glance thy mildeſt Ray , 
Murm'rin Floods, repeat my Song, 
And tell what Colin dare not ſay. 
Celia comes ! whoſe charming Air 
Fires with Love the rural Swains ; 
Tell, ah ! tell the blooming Fair, 
That Colin dies if ſhe diſdains. 


SONG XXX. Now the hungry Lions roar. 


N OW the hungry Lions roar, 
Howling Wolves behold the Moon ; 
ow the heavy Ploughmen ſnore, 

After daily Labour's done. 
Trip it, trip it, trip it, trip it, foftly round : 
Ever ſacred be this Ground. 


Now the Brands of Fire do glow, 

Whilſt the Screech-owl, ſcreeching loud, 
Puts the Wretch that lies in Woe, 

In Remembrance of a Shroud. 
Trip it, &c. 


Now it is the Time of Night, 

That the Graves are gaping wide, 
Ev'ry one lets forth his Spright, 

In the Church-way Paths to glide. 
Trip it, &c. 


And we Fairies that do run, 
By the triple Hecat's Team, 
From the Preſence of the Sun, 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream. 
Trip it, &c. 
Tho' we frolick, let no Mouſe, 
Or boading Bird, or Beaſt of Prey 
Diſturb the Quiet of this Houle, 
But downy Sleep bring on the Day. 
Trip it, &C. 


Weaving 
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Weaving Spiders come not here, 
Spotted Snakes do no Offence ; 
Beetles black, approach not here ; 
Worm, and Snail, be far from hence. 
Trip it, &C. 


By the dead and drowſy Fire, 
Ev'ry Elf and fairy Sprighr, 
Hop, as little Bird from Brier, 
Nimbly, nimbly, and as light 
Trip it, &C. 


Now join all your warbling Notes, 
In Chorus of ſweet Harmony, 

Strain aloud your fairy 'Throats, 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 

Trip it, &C. 

Hand in Hand, with fairy Grace 
We will firz, and bleſs this Place, 

May Plenty, Paſtime, and ſweet Peace, 
Daily in this Houſe increaſe. 

Trip it, trip it, trip it, ſoftly round; 

Ever ſacred ſacred be this Ground. 


SoNnG XXXI. There liv'd long ago in a 
Country Place. 


HEN I viſit proud Celia juſt come from my 
(Glaſs, 


She tells me I'm fluſter'd, and look like an Aſs ; 
When I mean of my Paſſion to put her in Mind, 
She bids me leave Driuking, or ſhe'll never be kind. 


That ſhe's charmingly handſome I very well know, 
And ſo is my Bottle, each Brimmer ſo too; 

And to leave my Soul's Joy ; Oh! 'tis Nonſenſe to ask, 
Let her go to the Devil, bring tother full Flask. 


Had ſhe tax'd me with Gaming, and bade me forbear, 
Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an Ear. 
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Had ſhe found out my Cloris, up three Pair of Stairs, 
I had baulk'd her and gone to St. 7ames's to Prayers. 


Had ſhe bade me read Hamilies three Times a Day, 
She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to ay; 
But at Night to deny me my Flask of dear Red, 

Let her go to the Devil, there's no more to be ſaid. 


Song XXXII. As Arch:rs and Fidlers who, 
&c. 


S Archers and Fidlers, who cunningly know 
The Way to procure themſelves Merit, 
Will always provide 'em two Strings to their Bow, 
And follow their Bus'neſs with Spirit. 


So likewiſe the provident Damſel ſhould do, 
Who'd make the beſt uſe of her Beauty, 

If the Mark ſhe would hit, or her Leſſon paſs thro', 
Two Lovers muſt ſtil] be on Duty. 


Thus arm'd againſt Chance, and ſecure of Supply, 
So far our Revenge we may carry: 

One Spark for our Sport we may jilt and ſet by, 
And t'other poor Soul we may marry. 


SonG XXXIII. Come let us prepare. 


| ] ERE are the beſt Horſes 
That ever ran Courſes, 
ere is the beſt Pad for your Wife, Sir, 
Who rides one a Day 
If Luck's in his Way, 
May ride in a Coach all his Life, Sir. 


The Sportſman eſteems 
The Horſe more than Gems, 
That leaps o'er a pitiful Gate, Sir; 
But here is the Hack, 
If you fit but his Back, 
Will leap you into an Eſtate, Sir, 


SONG 
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SONG XXXIV. Ob «hat Pleaſures will 


abound. 


H what Pleaſures will abound 
When I've got ten thouſand Pound! 
O how courted I ſhall be ! 
Oh what Lords will kneel to me 
Who'i! diſpute my 
Wit and Beauty 
When my golden Chazms are found ? 
O what Flattery 
In the Lottery, 
When I've got ten thouſand Pound 


SoNv XXV. When firſt I ſaw thoſe Lips, 
thoſe Eyes . 


F from the Luſtre of the Sun, 
To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 
In vain is all your Haſte, Sir; 
But if your Feet reverſe the Race, 
The Fugitive will urge the Race, 
And follow you as faſt, Sir. 


Thus, if at any Time, as now, 
Some ſcornful Che you purſue, 
In Hopes to overtake her ; 
Be ſure you ne'er too eager be, 
But look upon't as cold as ſhe, 
And ſeemingly forſake her. 


So I and Laura, other Day, 

Were courſing round a Cock of Hay, 
While I could ne'er o'er get her; 

But when J found I ran in vain, 

Quite tir'd, I turned back again, 
And flying from her met her. 
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SONG XXXVI. On, on, my dear Brethren. 


Ere's to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be merry, 
And drown all our Cares in full Bumpers of Sherry ; 
Commit e'ry Care to the Guardians above, 
And we'll live like Immortals in Pleaſure and Love. 


Here's Phillis's Health, lo! the Liquor flows higher. 
is Phillis's Name that awakens the Fire: 

Since the Liquor is clear, let our Eloquence ſhine, 
And Fancy be brisk, as the ſparkling Wine. 


Ye Nymphs, and ye Graces, ye Cupids, ye Swains, 
Go pluck the ſweet Roſes, the Pride of the Plains ; 
Pluck only ſuch Roſes are worthy the Fair, 

And weave her a Chaplet with diligent Care : 


While to yon cool Poplar's kind Shade we retire, 
To melt in Embraces, and mingle our Fire; 

In languiſhing Bliſſes, we'll live, and we'll die, 
She'll melt in the Flames, that I catch at her Eye. 


Song XXXVII. Auld lang Syne. 


H E Mor was fair, the Sky ſerene, 
The Face of Nature ſmil'd, 

Soft Dews impearl'd the tufted Plain, 
Ard Daiſy-painted Wild: 

The Hills were gilded by the Sun, 
Sweet breath'd the vernal Ais, 

Her early Hymn the Lark begun 
To ſooth the Shepherd's Care. 


When Mira fair and Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful Love, 

Delighted with the riſing Day, 
Together ſought the Grove : 

And near a ſmooth tranſlucent Stream, 
That filent ſtole along, 

Thus Colin to his matchleſs Dame 
Addreſs'd the tender Song. 


Hark! 


. 


ry, 
ry; 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 33 


Hark ! Mira, how from yonder Tree 
The feather'd Warblers ſing, 

They tune their artleſs Notes . thee, 
For thee, more ſweet than Spring: 

How choice a Fragrance thro? the Air 
Thoſe Spring-born Bloſſoms ſhed, 

How ſeems that Vr'let proud to rear 
Its purple-tintur'd Head. 


Ah! Mira, had the tuneful Race 
Thy Heart-bewitching Tongue, 

Who would not fondly haunt & Place, 
Enamour'd while they ſung ? 

Ye Flow'rs, on Mira's Boſom preſs'd, 
Ne'er held ye Place fo fair, 

Tho' oft ye breathe on Yenus” Breaſt 
And ſcent the Graces Hair. 


Shall I to Gems compare thinc Eyes, 
Thy Skin to Virgin Snows, 

Thy balmy Breath, to Gales that riſe 
From ev'ry new-blown Roſe ? | 
Ah, Nymph! ſo far thy Charms out-ſhine 
The faireſt Forms we ſee, 
We only gueſs at Things divine 

By what appears in thee. 


Tus thus enamour'd Calin ſung 
His Love-excited Lays, 

The Grove with tender Echoes rung, 
Reſounding Mira's Praiſe : 

And thus cries Love, who ſported near 
And wav'd his filken Wings, 

What Wonder, fince the Nymph's ſo fair, 
80 fond the Shepherd ſings. 
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SoN G XXXVIII. God of Sleep for whom I 


languiſh, 


OD of Sleep, for whom I languiſh, 
God of pleaſing Dreams and Peace, 
Gently ſooth a Lover's Anguiſh, 
Help to make his Tortures ceaſe. 


Spread thy ſacred Pinions o'er me, 
Lull the buſy Soul to reſt, 

Then bring her I love before me, 
She that's painted in my Breaſt. 


If kind as fair, my Bliſs I'll keep, 

Ard, great as 7ove, the World forſake ; 
Let me, thus bleſs'd, for ever ſleep, 

And lie, and dream and never wake ; 


But ſhou'd the Fair, divinely bright, 
Rejet my Vows, and ſcorn my Flame, 

Fly, fly, kind Sleep, reſtore the Light. 
Let Strephon know 'twas all a Dream. 


Song XXXIX. Had I the World at my 


Command. 


HV, Lycidas, ſhou'd Man be vain, 


If bounteous Heav'n hath made him great, 


Why look with inſolent Diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with Wealth and State ! 


Can ſplendid Robes, or Beds of Down, 
Or coſtly Gems to deck the Hair, 
Can all the Glories of a Crown 
Give Health, or {ſmooth the Brow of Care # 


The ſcepter'd Prince, the burden'd Slaye, 
The Humble and the Eaughty die, 
The Poor, the Rich, the Bafe, the Brave, 

In Duſt without Diſtinction lie. 


Go, 
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Go, ſearch the Tombs where Monarchs reſt, 
Who once the richeſt Glories wore, 

Fled is that Grandeur they poſleſs'd, 
And all their Greatneſs is no more. 


So glides the Meteor thro' the Sky, 
And ſweeps along a gilded Train, 

But when its ſhort- liv'd Beauties die, 
Diſſolves to common Air again. 


Song XL. I never ſaw a Face till now. 


Never ſaw a Face till now, 

That could my Paſſion move: 
I lik'd, and ventur'd many a Vow, 
But durſt not think of Love. 


'Till Beauty, charming every Senſe, 
An eaſy Conqueſt made ; 

And ſhew'd the Vainneſs of Defence, 
While Phillis does invade. 


But oh ! her colder Heart denies 
The Thoughts her Lcoks inſpire ; 

And while in Ice that frozen lies, 
Her Eyes dart only Fire. 


Betwixt Extremes I am undone, 
Like Plants too Northward ſet ; 
Burnt by too violent a Sun, 


Or chilf'd for Want of Heat. 


Son XLI. Had I the World at my 


Command. 


Urſuing Beauty, Men deſcry 
The Liſtane Shore,and long to prove, 
Still richer in Variety) 
The Treaſures of the Land of Love. 
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We Women, like weak Indians, ſtand 
Inviting, from our golden Coaſt, 

The wand'ring Rovers to our Land : 
But ſhe, who trades with 'em, is loſt. 


With humble Vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing, unſeen, into the Heart ; 
But by Poſſeſſion ſettled in, 
They quickly act another Part. 


For Beads and Baubles we reſign, 

In Ignorance, our ſhining Store; 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, 

And yet the Tyrant; will have more, 


Be wiſe, be wiſe, and do not try, 

How he can court or you be won ; 
For Love is but Diſcovery, 

When that is made, the Pleaſure's done. 


SonG XLII. If Loves a feoeet Paſſion. 


Pox of this fooling, and plotting of late, 
A What a Pother and Stir has it kept in the State. 
the Rabble run mad with Sufpicions and Fears, 
Let them ſcuffle, and jar, till they go by the Ears. 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Pate, 
So I can enjoy my dear Bottle in State. 


What Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter their Eaſe, 


And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Wafer and Maſs ? 
At old Tyburn they never had needed to ſwin 


Had they been but true Subjects to Drink — their King 3 


A Friend, and a Bottle is all my Deſign; 
He as no Room for Treaſon, that's top-full of Wine, 


J mind not the Members and Makers of Laws; 
Let them fit or prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe : 
Let them damn us to Woollen, I'll never repine 
At my Lodging, when dead, ſo alive I have Wine: 
Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbear | 
To curſe them for making my Claret fo dear. 


SORE 
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SoxnG XLIII. My Goddess Celia, heavenly 


Fair, 


T is not that I love you leſs 
I Than when before your Feet I lay : 
ut to prevent the ſad Encreaſe, 
Of hopeleſs Love, I keep away. 


In vain (alas!) for every Thing, 

| Which I have known belong to you, 

4 Your Form does to my Fancy bring, 

| And makes my old Wounds blced anew. 


Who, in the Spring from the new Sun, 
Already has a Fever got, 

Too late begins thoſe Shafts to ſhun, 
Which Phebus through his Veins has ſhot. 


Too late he would the Pain aſſwage, 
1. ' And to thick Shadows does retire ; 

4 About with him he bears the Rage, 
| And in his tainted Blood the Fire. 


But vow'd J have, and never "muſt 
Your baniſh'd Servant trouble you ; 
For if I break, you may miſtruſt 
The Vow I made to loye you too. 


Sons XLIV. Beſſy Bell. 


| HEN a Lady like me condeſcends to agree 
| To let ſuch a Jackanapes taſte her, 
With what Zeal and Care ſhould he worſhip the Fair, 
Who gives him what's Meat for his Maſter. 
His Actions ſhould till 
Attend on her Will, 
Hear, Sirrah, and take it for warning, 
To her he ſhould be 
Each Night on his Knee, 
And ſo he ſhould be on each Morning. 
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Nou 
O 
Song XLV. As Fidlers and Archers, &c. Or t 
A 
HE Laſs that would know how to manage a Man, | 
Let her liften and learn it from me, To 
His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trapan, 1 
As the Time and Occaſion agree. OY 
The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, To 
May wheedle the Clown, or the Beau, * 7 
The Rake may repe!, or may draw in the Cit, ; Pl 
By the Uſc of that pretty Word, No. | 7 
When powder'd Toupees around are in Chat, . | To 
Each ſtriving his Paſhon to ſhow, | 
With kiſs me, and love me my Dear, and all that, Th 
Let her Anſwer to all be, O no. | 
: 


When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſleep, '4 If 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 

She itill mult refuſe, if her Empire ſhe keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. | 


But when Mr. Dapperavs ofters his Hand, 
Her Partuer in Wed ock to go; 

A Horſe, and a Coach, and a ſointure in Land, 
She's an Idiot if then ſhe tays No. 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 
Whoſe Courtſhip proclainis him a Man, 

When preſs'd to his Boſom, and claſp'd in his Arms, 
Then let her ſay No, it ſhe can. 


Sons XLVI. My Goddeſs Celia heavenly 
Fair. 


OR haughty Phillis, Thyrfee pines, nt 
In his pale Cheek the Roſes fade; ? 
4 he gayly chearful Sports refigns, 


And ſeeks me ſwectiy ſoothing Shade. 


i TT 


Now 


| 
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Now by the Stream ſupine he lies, 

Or o'er the Mead does frantic ſtray, 
Or to the rocky Mountain hies, 

As Love directs the various Way. 


To Groves, to Streams, to Wilds alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals, 

Nor to the Rock pours fourth his Moan, 
Since babbling Echo nc'er conceals. 


At length the Nymph for Thry/s burns, 
And cools his ſwift conſuming Flame, 
Pleas'd Thvrfis imiles, fad Phillis mourns, 
And riſing Bluſhes ſpeak her Shame. 


To mute Abodes, the perjur'd Youth 
No more repeats a Paſſion feigu'd; 

The Village rirgs with the {ad Truth, 
For Thy: fis boaſts a Conquett gain'd. 


If only to the Field or Stream, 

When the kind Maid his Paſſion eas'd, 
Had Thyrfis told the golden Dream, 

Then P-1:1/;s had not been diſpleas'd. 


Song XLVII. O London is a fine Town, 


N ancient Days I've kcard, with Horns 
I The Wife her Spoule could fright ; 
Which now the Hero bravely ſcorns, 

So common is the Sight. 


Jo City, Country, Camp, or Court, 


Or whereſoe'er he go, 
No horned Brother dares make Sport, 
They're Cuckolds all arow. 


Som XLVIII. A very pretty Fancy, &c. 


Very pretty Fancy, a brave gallante Sho: 
A very pretty Fancy, a brave gallante Show; 
E. juſte come from France, a very pretty Fancy, 


E juſte come from France, toute nouweas. De 
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De firit ting be de true Picture of de great magnificent 
Citty of Londre, 

Dat fill every Part of de World vid Surprize, Pleaſure, 
and Wonder, 

Here de cunning French, de viſe Italien, and de Spaniard 
runne, 

And vere can dey go elſe, morbleau, to get quarter of de 
Money. | 


And for de Diverſions, dat make a de Pleaſure for dis 
t Town, 

Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo pleaſant, ſo cheap as never 
was known ; 5 | 

Here be de Hay-Market, vere de Italien Opera do ſweetly 
ſound, | 

Dat coſt a de braveGentry no more as two hundred toufand 
Pound. 


Here be de famous Comediens of de World, de troupe 
Italien, 

Dat make a de poor Engl; veep, becauſe they vil troup 
home agen ; 

De toder Place be Madamoiſelle Volante, ſhew a touſand 
Trick, 

She jump upon de Rope ten Storie and never break her 
Neck. 


Here bede viſe Managers ſhew all de Viſdom of deir Brain, 

Dat make a de fine ting of Wagner and Abericock in Drury- 
Lane, 

See how dey tourn about, for deir own Diverſion, in de 
Flying Chair, 

So prodigious Entertainment yil never be dis touſand 
Year. | 


So XLIX. Charming Chloe, look with 
Pity. 


Harming Che, look with Pity 
On your faithful Love-fick Swain: 
Hear, oh hear his doleful Ditty, 
And relieve his mighty Pain: Find 


4 


Some rural Cott, where An 
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Find you Muſick in his ſighing, 
Can you ſee him in Diſtreſs, 
Wiſhing, trembling, panting, dying, 
Yet afford no kind Redrel. ? p 
Strephon, mov'd by lawful Paſſion, 
For no Favours rudely ſues : 
All his Flame is out of Faſhion, 
Ancient Honour for him woo's. 


Love for Loye's the Swain's Ambition, 
But if that is doom'd too great, 

Pity, pity his Condition, 
Say at leaſt you do not hate. 

Shou'd you, fonder of a Rover, 
Practis'd in the At of Guile, 

Slight ſo true and kind a Lover, 
Chloe, might not Strephon ſmile ? 

Yes : well pleas'd at thy undoirg, 
Vulgar Lovers might upbraid; 
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Strepbon, conſcious of thy Ruin, 


Soon wou'd be a ſilent Shade. 
Sono L. Waft me ſome ſoft, ſome cooling 


Breeze. 


To ſoar on Fortune's painted Wing ; 
ar humbler Motives, ſtrong induc'd, 
To haunt, unvex'd, the Muſes Spring. 
Peace, 
Mild o'er the Soul her Influence ſheds ; 
Where Pleaſures flow with gay Increaſe, 
And ſport at Eaſe on roſy Beds : 


Where Sylva Scenes the Fancy raiſe, 
Exalt the Soul, improve the Lay; 
Where fanning Zephyrs ſooth the Blaze, 
Of Summer's fiercely darting Day. 
The dimpled Stream, the winding Shade, 
The Lawn in chearing Verdure dreſs'd, 
Th' aſpiring Hill, the tufted Glade, 
Soft Themes ſhou'd pleaſing Thoughts ſuggeſt. 


a A Mbition never be ſeduc'd, 


Then 
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Then rais'd to Extaſy, I'd hail 


The ſweetly-awful rural Pow'rs, 
Invite, if artleſs Sounds prevail, 


Gay Wood-Nymphs from their jcs'mine Bow'rs. 


Rich in myſelf I'd frown on Gold, 
Ard far the treach'rous Geugaw throw; 
With Pity's melting Eye behold 
The idly-buſtling Crowd below. 


Ah me! in what romantic Seats, 
Does my deluded Fancy ſtray : 
Too tranſient, viſionary Sweets, 
That ſudden gleam, then fade away. 
Thus, ſportive, to the Mind, in Sleep, 
Caſcades, Rocks, Coaches, Guineas riſe ; 
Break but the Charm, the glitt'ring Heap, 
And all the wild Creation dies. 


Song LI. Miſtaken Fair, lay Sherlock by. 


Iſtaken, Fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His Doctrine is deceiving, 
or whilſt he teaches us to die, 


He cheats us of our living. 


To die's a Leſſon we fhall know 
Too ſoon, without a Maſter, 

Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter. 


To live's to love, to bleſs be bleſs'd, 
With mutual Inclination ; 

Share then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And Kkindiy meet my Paſhon. 

But if thus bleſo'd I may not live, 
And Pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
"Tis I muſt learn to die. 


Se N 


@ > '- 
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Song LII. Yung Coryden and Phillis, 
OUNG Corydon and Phillis 


Sat in a lonely Grove, 
Contriving Crowns of Lillies, 
| Repeating Toys of Love. 


But as theſe two were playing, 
She ogled to the Swain, 


t ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 


Let's kiſs to end our Pain. 


A hundred Times he Kkiſfs'd her, 
Laying her on the Green, 

But as he farther preſs'd her, 
A pretty Leg was ſeen. 


So many Beauties viewing, 
His Ardour ſtill encreas'd, 
And greater Joy purſuing, _.. 
He wander'd o'er her Breaſt, 


At laſt her Effort trying, 


His Paſhon to withſtand, 
Cry'd, but 'twas faintly crying, 

Pray take away your Hand 
Young Coryden, grown bolder, 

The Minutes would improve ; 


This is the Time he told her, 
To ſhew you how I love. 


The Nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous Heat; 


She kiſs'd and told him ſighing, 


My Dear, your Love 1s great. 


But Phillis did recover, 


Much ſooner than the Swain ; 


She bluſhing ask'd her Lover, 


Shall we not kiſs again ? 


Thus 
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Thus Love his Revels keeping, Anc 
Till Nature at a Stand; His 
From talk they fell to leeping, Pan 
Holding each other's Hand. All 


Son LIII. Bleſß'd as the immortal Gods is be, 


OVE weary'd with his roving Flight, 

Deſcending at th' Approach of Night, 
Down to Pantbea's Boſom Aled, 4 
And made that Seat of Joy his Bed. 


Gently her heaving Boſom roſe, 
And Cem d to court him to repoſe, 
Neſt'ling he folds his Wings, to creep 
Between her Breaſts for ſweeter Sleep. 


— 
; © 
. — 


Pleas'd and tranſported with the Joy, | 
She laugh'd at the deluded Boy, | 
And wi a Stratagem prepare, 6 
To keep the wanton Pris'ner there. | 


She took a various colour'd Braid, 
Of Purple, Gold, and Scarlet made ; 
Now, Voungſter, ſaid the cruel Fair, 
You ſhall Panthea's Fetters wear. 


„ e 
2 = at. ate. 
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But when ſurpriz'd he waking found, 


His ſhackled Limbs, and Pinions bound, Dre 
| Sighing, he wept, and begg'd ſhe'd pleaſe, ] 
| To give her Captive a Releaſe. Cor 
| Sly Youth, ſays ſhe, wou'd you ſo ſoon E 
Quit your Apartments, and be gone: Re 
| No, my dear Rover, firſt diſcharge 
| Your Quarters, e're you're ſet at large. Ma 
| Then for a Bribe, ſaid he, to go, ou. 
| My Quiver take, and take my Bow ; | Fil 
| Nor can ] greater Triumphs boaſt, 3 


Than that my Arms to you were loſt, Ti 


5 he, 
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And now thoſe Shafts are his no more, 

His Bow and Enſigns of his Pow'r ; 

Pautbea now commands Love's Darts, 

All Eyes ſhe charms, and wounds all Hearts. 


Song LIV. V Love's a feet Paſſion. 


AY, good Maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your But, 
Since our Champagne's all gone, and our Claret's 
(run out ; 
Which of all the brisk Wines in your Empire that grow, 
Will ſerve to delight your poor Drunkards below? 
Reſolve us, grave Sir, and ſoon ſend it over, 
Leſt we die, leſt we die of the Sin of be'ng ſober. 


Sov LV. Come fill me à Glass. 


OME, fill me a Glaſs, fill it high, 
A Bumper, a Bumper I'll have: 
He's a Fool that will flinch, I'll not bate an Inch, 
Tho? I drink myſelf into my Grave. 


Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 


Who like me will never give o'er, 


| Whom no Danger controuls, but will take off their Bowls, 


And merrily ſtickle for more. 


Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak Foes, 
I ſcorn to obey her Command , 

Cou'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe I'd be led by the Nee, 
And let my Glats idly ftand ? 


| Reputation's a Bugbear to Fools, 


A Foe to the Joys of dear Drinking, 


Made uſe of by Tools, who'd ſet us new Rules, 


And bring us to politick Thinking. 


Fill 'em all, I'll have fix in my Hand, 


For I've trifl'd an Age away: 


Ti in vain to command, the fleeting Sand 


And 3 


Rolls on and cannot ſtay. 
Come 
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Come, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink about, 50! 
We'll drink the Univerſe dry ; 

We'll ſet Foot to Foot, and drink it all out, 
If once we grow ſober we die. 


Song LVI. There lid long ago in a 
Ccuntry Place. 


HE am'rous Spark talks of Flames, Darts, and | 
(Fires, 
dwears the Nymph is divine 'till with Love ſhe ex- 
(pares ; 
But ah! ſhou'd ſhe believe, to the Flatt'ry blind, 
Too late when deceiv'd that ſhe's mortal vill find. 
So ſervent's the Swain, his Devotion is paid | 
To the Pow'r of the Goddeſs his Paſſion had made; 
But the Worſhip will ceate v. hen the Pleaſure is o'er, 
Then Woman ſhe proves, tio an Angel before. 


Song LVII. Cry Church Bells. 
ARK ! the bonny Chriji-Ciurch Dells 1, 2, 3, 4, 5,6. 


They ſound lo woundy great, 
Sv wond'rous ſweet, 
And they troul fo merrily merrily, 
1 Hark the firſt and ſecond Bell, 
Ihat every D-y, at Four and len, 
| Cries come to Pray'rs, 
| And the Virger troops before the Dean, 
| Jingle, ting!e, ting, goes the imall Bell at Nine, 
| To call the Beerers home, 
| But the Dev'l a Man 


4 
' „ill leave his Cann, 
| | Till Le kears the mighty T'em. 
| Let 
Her 
B 


SONG N 


5,6. 


ONG 
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Sox LVIII. Gentle Zephyrs, flent Shades. 


Entle Zephyrs, ſilent Glades, 
Purling Streams and cooling Shades, 
Senſes pleaſing, 


Pains appeaſing, 
Love each tender Breaſt invades. 


Here the Graces Beauties bring, 


Here the warbling Choriſts ting, 


Love inſpiring, 
All deſiring, | 
To adorn the Infant Spring. 


Here behold the am'rous Swains, 


Free from Anguiſh, free from Pains, 
Venus ſmiling, 
Cares beguiling, 


Nymphs comply ing, glads the Plains 


Let not us, too charming Fair, 


be the only hapleſs Pair; 


Oh reheve me, 
Ceaſe to grieve me, 


& Eafe your anxious Lover's Care 


Kindly here indulge my Love, 

This i, my Dear, no tell-tale Grove; 
Nought revealing, 
But cencealing, 


All in Love propitious prove. 


In thy Air and charming Face. 
Dells an irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
Ever charming, 


Love alarmfng, 


| To purſue the biißtful Chaſe: 


Let me touch this parting Breaſt, 
Here for ever let me reit, 

Bliſs enjoying, 

Never cloy ing, 
Ever loving, ever bleſt. 
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Sono LIX. III tell thee Dick, where J 


have been. 


'LL tell thee, Dick, where I have been, 
1 Where I the rareſt Things have ſeen; 
Oh Things without compare ! 
Such Sights again cannot be found 
In any Place on Eng//þ Ground, 
Be it at Wake or Fair. 


At Charing Croſs, hard by the Way, 
Where we (thou know'ſt) do ſell our Hay, 
There is a Houſe with Stairs; 
And there did I ſee coming down 
Such Folks as are not in our Town, 
Vorty at leaſt in Pairs. 


Among the reſt one peſt'lent fine, 

(His Beard no bigger though than thine) 
Walk'd on before the reſt : 

Our Landlord looks like nothing to him : 


The King (God bleſs him) 'twould undo him, 


Should he go ſtill ſo dreſt. 


At Courſe a-Park, without all doubt, 
He ſhould have firſt been taken out, 
By all the Maids i'th' Town: 
Though luſty Roger there had been, 
Or little George upon the Green, 
Or Vincent of the Crown. 


But wot you what ? The Youth was going, 
To make an end of all his Wooing ; 
The Parſon for him ſtaid: 
Yet by his Leave (for all his Haſte) 
He did not ſo much wiſh all paſt 
(Perchance). as did the Maid. 


The Maid 
For ſuch a Maid no Whitfor Ale 
Could ever yet produce 


and thereby hangs the Tale. 


No 


22. 


2 
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No Grape th. ts kindly ripe could be 
I . ſo plump, ſo ſoft as ſhe, 
Nor half ſo tull of Juice. 


Her Finger was ſo ſmall, the Ring 
Would not ſtay on which they did bring, 
It was too wide Peck: 
And to ſay Truth (for out it muſt) 
It look'd like the great Collar (juſt) 
About our young Colt's Neck. 


Her Feet beneath her Petticoat, 
Like little Mice, ſtole in and out, 
As if they fear'd the Light ; 
But oh ! ſhe dances fuch a Way ! 
No Sun, upon an Eaſter Day, 
Is half ſo fine a Sight. 


He would have kiis'd her once or twice, 
But ſhe would not, the was ſo nice, 
She would not do't in Sight : 
And then ſhe looks as who thould ſay, 
I will do what I liſt to Day; 
And you thall do't at Night. 


Her Cheeks ſo rare a White was on, 
No Daihe makes Compariſon, 
(Who ſees them is undone : ) 
For Streaks of Red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Cath'rine Pear, 
(The Side that's next the Sun.) 


: 
4 
Her Lips were red; and one was thin, | 


Compar'd to that was next her Chin, 
(Some Bee had ſtung it newly :) 
But ( Dick) her Eyes ſo guard her Face, | 
1 durſt no more upon them gaze, ; 
Than on the Sun in Jah. | 


] Her Mouth ſo ſmall when ſhe does ſpeak 
} Thou'dit ſwear her "Teeth her Words did break, 
H they might Paſſage get: 

D 


But 


= 
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But ſhe ſo handled ſtill the Matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And are not ſpent a whit. 


1t Wiſhing ſhould be any Sin, 
The Prieſt himſelf had guilty been, 
(She look'd that Day ſo purely : ) 
And did the Youth ſo oft the Feat, 
At Night, as ſome did in Conceit, 
It would have ſpoil'd him ſurely. 


Juſt in the Nick the Cook knock'd thrice, 
And all the Waiters, in a Trice, 
His Summons did obey ; 
Each Serving-man, with Diſh in Hand, 
March'd boldly up like our Train'd Band, 
Preſented and away. 


When all the Meat was on the Table, 

What Man of Knife, or 'Teeth, was able 
To ſtay to be intreated ? 

And this the very Reaſon was, 

Before the Parſon could ſay Grace, 
The Company was ſeated. 


The Bus'neſs of the Kitchen's great, 

For it is fit that Men ſhould eat, 
Nor was it there den; d: 

Paſſion oh me ! how I run on! 

There's that that would be thought upon, 
(I trow) beſides the Bride. 


Now Hats fly off, and Youths carouſe, 
Healths firſt go round, and then the Houſe, 
| The Bride's came thick and thick: ; 
And when twas nam'd another's Health, 
Perhaps he made it her's by Stealth. 
(And who could help it, Dick?) 


O'th' ſudden up they riſe and dance; 
Then fit again, and figh, and glance : 
Then dance again and kiſs: 


Thus 


T 
T 


— bY 
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Thus ſev'ral Ways the Time did paſs, 
Till ev'ry Woman wiſh'd her Place, 
And ev'ry Man wiſn'd his. 


By this Time all were ſtol'n aſide, 
To counſel and undreſs the Bride; 
But that he muſt not know : 
But yet 'twas thought he gueſs'd her Mind, 
And did not mean to ſtay behind, 
Above an Hour or ſo. 


When in he came, (Dic) there ſhe lay, 

Like new fall'n Snow melting away, 
("Twas Time, I trow, to part.) 

Kiſſes were now the only Stay, 

Which ſoon ſhe gave, as who would ſay, 
Good B ye / with all my Heart. 


But, juſt as Heay'n would have, to croſs it, 
In came the Bride-maids with the Poſlet : 
The Bridegroom eat in ſpite ; 

For had he lett the Women to't, 
It would have coſt two Hours to do't, 
Which were too much that Night. 


At length the Candle's out, and now, 
All that they had not done they do: 
What that 15, who can tell ? 

But I believe it was no more 
Than thou and I have done before 
With Bridget and with Nell. 


Song LX. Begging we will go. 


OW well may Life be term'd a Play, 
The World be call'd a Stage, 

On which all, having caſt their Parts, 
Turn Players of the Age. | 

And a ſtroling they will go, &c. 


D 2 On 
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On World, as on the Theatre, 
Tis hard for to excel, 
Where there are IM enty that act ill, 
There's ſcarce One can act well. 
0 Thy a firoling, &c. 


Few their own Characters expoſe, 
Bat follow common Rule, 1 

Dull formal Blockheads great Men play, 1 
And great Men play the Fool. 1 
Thus a ſtroling, &C. 


Like Heroes, Politicians 
In Pomp their Part rehearſe, 
But, ſhou!d you look behind the Scenes, | 
Tis all but humble Farce. 
Tho" a flroling, &C. | 


Since then that we are AQors all, 
On us your Cenſure ſpare, | 

And, in Indulgence to the Stage, | | 
Support a Brother Play'r. 
Or a ftraling, &C. 


Hold, hold, the Audience I'll harangue, FE: J 
E're that the Curtain fall, * 
This rhyming Sing- ſong Poet here 
Perhaps has damn'd us all. 
And a firoling, &c. 


— 
. 


Unleſs this ſmall Attempt to pleaſe, : 
You with your Favour crown, | 
No feigned Play-houſe we ſhall let, 
But c'en muſt let our own. 
gad à firaling, &C. 
Soxo LXI. J Break of Day poor Celadon. 5 


T Brea} Day, poor Celadun 
A Hard by ::15 Sheep-tolds walk'd alone; 
is Arms ao, his Head bow'd down, 


His oaten Pipe beſide him thrown ; 
| When 
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When %, hidden in a Thicket by, 
Thus heard the diſcontented Shepherd cry. 


What is it Celan has done, 

That all his Happineſs is gone! 

Tne Curtains of the Dark are drawn, 

And chearful Morn begins to dawn; 
> Yet ia my Breaſt 'tis ever dead of Night, 
> That can admit no Beam of pleaſant Light. 


| Yon pretty Lambs do leap and play» 

| To welcome the new kindled Day, 
Your Shepherd harmleſs, as are you, 
Why is he not as frolick too! 

| If ſuch Diſturbance th' Innocent attend, 

; How differs he from them that dare offend! 


| Ye Gods! or let me die, or live, 
| If I muſt die, why this Reprieve, 
| It you would have me live, O wh 
Is it with me as thoſe that die 
I faint I gaſp, I pant, my Eyes are ſet, 
My Cheeks are pale, and I am living yet. 


Ye Gods ! I never did withhold 
The fatteſt Lamb of all my Fold, 
But on your Altars laid it down, 
And wit: a Garland did it crown. 
T; it in vain to make your Altars ſmoke ? 
Js it all one to pleaſe and to prevoke? 


Time was that I could fit and ſmile, 
Or with a Dance the Time beguile; 
My Soul, like that ſmooth Lake, was fil! 
Bright as the Sun behind yon Hill ; 
Like vonder ſtately Mountain clear and high, 
Swift, ſoft, and gay, as that ſame Butterfly. 


But now within there's Civil War, 
In Arms my rebel Paſſions are, 
Their old Allegiance laid aſide, 
The 'Fraytors now in Triumph ride; 


D x "Chat 
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That many-headed Monſter has thrown down $ 
Its lawful Monarch, Reaſon, from its Throne, 1 


See, unrelenting Sylvia, ſee, 
All this, and more, is long of thee; 
For e're I ſaw that charming Face, 
Uninterrupted was my Peace; 
Thy glorious beamy Eyes have ſtruck me blind, 
To my own Soul the Way I cannot find. 


Yet is it not thy Fault, nor mine, 
Heav'n is tco blame, that did not ſhine 
Upon us both with equal Rays, 
It mace thine bright, mine gloomy Days. 
To Sy/via Beauty gave, and Riches Store, 
All Celadoi's Offence is, he is poor. 


Unlucky Stars poor Shepherds have, 
Whoſe Love is fickle Fortune's Slave : 
Thoſe golden Days are out of Date, 
When every Turtle choſe his Mate: 
Cupid, that mighty Prince, then uncontroul'd, 3 
Now like a little Negro's bought and fold. 


Sono LXII. Gently touch the wardling 
Lyre. 


HE Mountain of the De/phian God, 
You ſee, is wrapp'd in Sheets of Snow ; 
The Trees, ſuſtaining ſcarce their Load, 
Their hoary Heads dejected bow ; 
And glew'd with Ice unto the Shore, 
The active Streams can roll no more. 


With rouſing Fires the Cold deſtroy, 
And ſet about the flowing Bowl; 
Bleed e'ery Grape to give us Joy, 
To cheriſh and exalt the Soul. 
Hereafter to the Gods reſign ; | 
Be theirs the Care, Enjoyment thine. | 


To 


To 
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To them this Earth, their Foot-ball, leave, 
To kick and tumble as they pleaſe ; 

From them the Storms Permiſhon have, 
To box about the roaring Seas ; 

Yet ſtill ſubjected to their W. ll, 

If they but nod, are huſh and ſtill. 


To-morrow and its Cares deſpiſe, 
The preſent Moment is thy own ; 

Then ſnatch it quickly e're it flies, 
And ſcore it up as clearly won ; 

Nor ſcruple to indulge the Fire, 

Of youthful Love, and gay Deſire. 


Old Age will quickly pall the Taſte, 


And blunt the Edge of ſprightly Joys, 
With dozing Sadneſs fill the Breaft, 

And give no Reliſh but for Toys. 
Youth is alone the Time can prove 
Delights of Exerciſe, or Love. 


The gentle Talk, the ſoft Embrace, 
In ſome retir'd and duſky Shade ; 
The feigning hidden Maid to trace, 
By her own treach'rous Laugh betray'd : 
Be theſe thy Care, thy Buſineſs ſtill ; 
Such Pleaſures Youth alone can feel. 
And when, with ſtruggling in your Arms, 
The leering little roguiſh Thing 
Is rous'd, and fluſhing all with Charms, 
Secure her Hand, and ſnatch her Ring ; 
Then all her Frowns are but a Blind, 
"Tis Pledge enough ſhe will be kind. 


Sox G LXIII. Generous, gay, and gallant 


Nation. 


Enerous, gay, and gallant Nation, 
Bold in Arms, and bright in Arts ; 
Land ſecure from all Invaſion, 
All but Capid"s gentle Darts: 
| 4 From 
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From your Charms, oh who would run! 

Who would leave you for the Sun ! 
Happy Soil! adieu, adieu: 

Let old Charmers yield to new. 

In Arms, in Arts, be ſtill more ſhining, 

All your Joys be ſtill encreaſing, 
All your Taſtes be ſtill reaning, 

All your Jars for ever ceafing : 

But let old Charmers yield to new, 
Happy Soil! adieu, adieu. 


SonG LXIV. Vat the I am a Country 
| Laſs. 


HEN Gammar Gurton firſt I knew, 
Four Teeth in all ſhe reckon'd : 
Comes a damn'd Cough and whips out two, 

And Yother two a | whe" 


Courage, old Dame, and never fear, 
The third, whene'er it comes ---- a, 

Give me but tYother Jugg of Beer, 
And I'll enſure your Gums ---- a. 


Song LXV. Do not ak mne, &c. 
\ Woman's Ware, like China, 
h 


Now cheap now dear is bought ; 
en whole tho' worth a Guinea, 
When broke's not worth a Groat. 


A Woman at St. 7 ames's, 
With Hundreds, you obtain ; 
But ſtay till loſt her Fame is, 
She'll be cheap in Drury-lauè. 


SONG 
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Song LXVI. Would you bave a young 


Virgin, &c. 


F the Heart of a Man is deprefs'd with Cares, 
The Miſt is diſpell'd when a Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears. 
Roſes and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
With Bliſles, 
Her EKiſſes, 
Diſſolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 
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Songs LXVII. You little blind Deceiver go. 


O charming Cælia's Arms I flew, 
And there all Night I feaſted; 
No God ſuch Tranſports ever knew, 
Nor Mortal ever taſted. 


Loſt in the ſweet tumultuous Joy, 
And pleas'd beyond expreſling; 
How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid J. 

Reward ſo great a Bleſſing ? 


The whole Creaticn's Wealth ſurvey ; 
'Thro' both the Indies wander: 

Aſc what brib'd Senates gwe away, 
And fighting Monarchs iquander. 
The richeſt Spells of Earth and Air; 

The rifled Ocean's Treaſure ; 


"Ts all too poor a Bribe by far, 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure. 


She bluſhing: cry'd ---- my Life, my Dear, 


Since Cælia thus you fancy, 
Give her, but 'tis too much, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right Nancy. 


% 
- 
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Soda LXVIII. *Tevas when the Seas were 


roaring. 


OW cruel are the Traytors, 
Who lye and ſwear in jeſt, 

o cheat unguarded Creatures, 

Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt 
Whoever ſteals a Shilling, 

Through Shame, the Guilt conceals ; 
In Love the perjur'd Villain, 

With Boaſts, the Theft reveals. 


Song LXIX. Lillibullerc. 


HE Modes of the Court ſo common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be met ; 
Friendſhip for Int'reſt is but a Loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
"Tis true you find 
Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good Counſel themſelves to defend, 
In ſorrowful Ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend. 


Sono LXX. Of a noble Race was Shinken, 


HE all you Friends to Knighthood, 
A Tale will raife your Wonder, 
How Caitiff vile, 
By baſeſt Wile, 
An hardy Knight did plunder. 


How from this Brit; Worthy, 
This Knave, a Pox light on hur! 
Did once purloin 
The only Sign, 


And Badge he had of Honour. 


Ok! 


Ye 
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Oh! had you ſeen our Hero 


No Knight could could e'er look bigger; 


Unleſs his Size 
My Song belyes, 
Than M— of Tredegar. 


A Ribbon grac'd his Shoulder. 


A Star ſhone on his Breaſt, Sir, 
With ſmart Toupee, 
Fort bien poudre, 

And Cockade on his Creſt, Sir. 


'This Ribbon held a Bauble, 

Which his kind Stars decreed him; 
With which he'd play, 
Both Night and Day, 

Twould do you good to ſee him. 


Tho' I a Bauble call it, 

t muſt not thus be lighted ; 
"Twas one of the Toys, 
Bob gave his Boys, 

When firſt the Chits were knighted. 


Hur was the Flow'r of Knighthood, 
You ne'er ſaw ſuch a gay Thing; 
But Exgliſb Rogue, 

Confound the Dog, 
Was rob hur of hur Play- thing. 


Rouze up, ye brave Knights Errant, 
Ne'er give this Caitif Quarter, 
Ye Nights of the Toaſt, 

Or Knights of the Poſt, 

Or Thiſtle, Bath, or Garter. 


Learn hence ye courtly Lordlings, 
Who hear this fatal Story ; 
On how flight Strings 


Depend thoſe Things, 
Whereon ye hang your Glory. 
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Sone LXXI. O Beſſy Be! 8 


Curſe attends that Woman's Love, 
Who always would be pleaſing, 

he Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 

Like tickling, is but teazing. 

What then in Love can Woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us, 

And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us. 


— 


Sox LXXII. Believe my Sighs, my Tears. 


3 B 

my Dear. 10 

ITV my Fate, ye tender Youths, * 
Whoſe Breaſts have felt the Dart, | 

Since when you hear my moving Tale, | 5 

In Grief you'll bear a Part: 1 


For three long Years I cloſe addreſs'd B 
A Maid as fair as Light ; ] 2 
Who wou'd have thought her heavenly Charru 8B 
Bore Ruin in the Sight ? F 

B 

1 


How oft have I, in chilling Froſt, 
Lain proſtrate at her Door ; 


Ye We fo roo 3 ear 
„ 


O! had my Heart been cold as her. E 
I ſhouw'd not now deplore : 4 
Vet once her Heart was warm as mine, V 
Ard uninclin'd to range ; J 


} 
Ah, no! a Heart, that's once inflam'd, 
Can never, never change. 


How fondly have I gd upon | 
The Houſe that held my Dear; | 
Ey'd oft her Window, blels'd the Rcom, 


And wiſh'd myſelf but there: f 
| Ah, me! what does it now avail, 
That once ſhe held me dear , | 


Ye Swains of treach'rous Maids beware, 
Nor heed the trickling Tear. 


Sense 


* 
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Songs LXXIII. Lu tivice ten bundred 
Det! es. 


OU twice ten hundred Deities, 
To whom we daily ſacrifice, 
e 


Powers, that dwell with Fates below, 
And ſee what Men are doom'd to do: 
Where Elements in Diſcord dwell, 
Thou God of Sleep ariſe and tell, 

Tell, great Zempoalla, what ſtrange Fate 
Muſt on her diſinal Viſion wait. 


By the croaking of the Toad, 

In their Caves that make abode, 
Earthy Dun that pants for Breath, 
With her ſwell'd Sides full of Death. 
By the creſted Adder's Pride, 

That along the Cliff does glide. 

By thy Vilage fierce and black, 

By the Death's Head on thy Back, 


By the twiited Serpents plac'd, 

For a Girdle round thy Waiſt, 

By the Hearts of Gold that deck 

Thy Breaſt, thy Shoulders, and thy Neck 
From thy ſleeping Manſ:on rite, 

And open thy unwilling Eyes, 

While bubbling Springs their Muſick keep, 
That uſe to Jull thee 1n thy Sleep. 


Song LXXIV. Blech- Su/an 


O ſilent Groves, where weeping Yew 
With ſadly mournful Cyprels join'd, 
Poor Damon from the Plain withdrew, 
To ſooth, with Plaints, his Love-ſick Mind, 
Pale Willow inte myſtick Wreathes he woye,. 
And thus lamented his forſaken Love. | 


} {i NV 
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How lately Cælia, artful Maid, 
With Arms entwined did we walk 
Beneath the cloſe unpierced Shade, 
Beguiling Time with am'rous Talk : 
But that, alas ! is paſt ------ and I muſt prove 
The Pangs attending on forſaken Love. 


But think not, Cælia, I will bear, 
With dull Submiſſion, all the Smart, 

No I'll at once drive out Deſpair, 
And thy lov'd Image, from my Heart ; 
All Arts, all Charms I'll practiſe to remove 

The Pangs attending on forſaken Love. 


Bacchus, with greeneſt Ivy crown'd, 
Hither repair with all thy Train, 
And chace the jovial Goblet round, 
For Cælia triumphs in my Pain; 
With generous Wine afliſt me to remove 
The Pangs attending on forſaken Love. 


Cou'd Reaſon be ſo drown'd in Wine, 
As never to revive agun, 
How happy were this Heart of mine, 
Reliev'd at once of all its Pain: 
But Reaſon ſtill with Love returns, to prove 
The Torments laſting of forſaken Love. 


Bring me the Girl whoſe generous Soul 
Kindles at the ſparkling Bowl, 

Wheſe ſparkling Eye, with wanton Fire, 
Shoots thro' my Blood a fierce Defire ; 

For ev'ry Art I'll practiſe to remove 

The Pangs attending on forſaken Love. 


And what is all this tranſient Flame? 
"Tis but a Blaze and ſeen no more, 
A Blaze that lights us to our Shame, 
And robs us of a gay fourſcore ; 
Reaſon again with Love returns, to prove 
The Torment laſting of forſaken Love. 


Hark, 


"I © . * 


8 


Lark, 
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Hark, how the jolly Huntſman's Cries, 

In concert with the op'ning Hounds, 
Rend the wide Concave of the Skies, 

And tire dull Echo with their Sounds : 
Thou, Phæbe, Goddeſs of the Chaſe, remove 
The Pangs attending on forſaken Love. 


Ah me, the ſprightly-bounding Doe, 
The Chace, and ev'ry thing I view, 
Still to my Mind recalls my Woe, 
So Cælia flies, fo I purſue. 
So rooted here, no Arts can e'er remove 
The Pangs attending on forſaken Love. 


Then back, poor Damon, to thy Grove, 
Since nought prevails to eaſe thy Pain, 
Let Conſtancy thy Flame improve, 
And Patience anſwer her Diſdain : 
So Gratitude may Cælia's Paſſion move 
To Pity, and reward thy conſtant Love. 


Song LXXV. See frem the filent Grove. 


&c. 


E E from the filent Grove Alexis flies, 
'K And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing Art, 
To eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart: 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
Where thus to Muſick's Power the Swain addreſs'd 
his Prayers. 


Charming Sounds that ſweetly languiſh ! 
«© Muſick, O compoſe my Anguiſh ! 
*« Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee, 
* Phebus, quickly then relieve me; 
66 oy ſhall no more deceive me, 
*« I'll to ſprightlier Joys be free. 


Apollo 
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Atells heard the fooliſh Swain, 

He knew when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak taſſvage an am'rous Pain, 

His own harmonious Art had prov'd, 
And all his healing Herbs how vain : 
Then thus he ftriizes the piciting Strings, 
Preluding to his \ oice and ſings. 


* Sounds, th charming, can't relieve thee, 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee, 

% Muſick is the Voice of Love; 
If the tender Mid bel:eve thee, 

Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 


Sox G LXXVI. Fair Chice my Breaſt ſo 


alarins. 


AIR Chhle my Breaſt ſo alarms, 
From her Pow'r no Refuge I find, 
t another I take to my Arms, 
Yet my Chhe is then in my Mind. 
Urbleſs'd with the ſoy ſtill a Pleaſure I want, 
Which none but my Che, my Cole: can grant. 


Let CH e but ſmile I grow gay, 

And I feel my Heart ſpring with Delight, 
On Chle I could gaze all the Day, 

And Chlze I with for all Night. 


Oh! did Ch/ze know how TI love, 
And the Pleaſure of loving again, 
My Paſhon her Favour would move, 
And in Prudence ſhe'd pity my Pain: 
Good Nature and Int'reſt ſhou'd both make her kind, 
For 2 Joy ſhe. might give, and the Joy ſhe might 
fin 
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Song LXXVII. Little Srren of the Stage. 


Ittle Syren of the Stage, 

Charmer of an idle Age, 
Empty Warbler, breathing Lyre, 
Wanton Gale of fond Deſire, 
Bane of every manly Art, 
Sweet Enfeebler of the Heart; 
O too pleaſing in thy Strain, 
Hence to ſouthern Climes again, 
Tuneful Miſchief, vocal Spell, 
To this Iſland bid farewell, 
Leave us as we ought to be, 
Leave the Britons rough and free. 


Sons LXXVIII. As down in a. Mendy, 


_— beneath a cool Shade, by the Side of a 
(Stream, 

Ihus writes thy Theander, and thou art his Theme, 

Thy Beauties inſpiring, my Deareſt, I'll ſhew, 

There's nothing in Nature ſo bounteous as you. 

Tho' Diſtance divides us, thy Beauties I ſee, 

Thoſe Beauties ſo lov'd and admir'd by me! 

Now, now I behold thec, ſweet, ſmiling, and pretty, 

O Gods, you've made nothing fo fair as my Kitq. 
Come, lovely Idea, come fill my fond Arms, 

And whilſt I thus gaze on thy num'rous Charms, 

The beautiful Objects, which round me do he, 

Grow ſick at thy Preſence with Envy and die. 

Now Flara the Meadows and Groves does adorn, 

With Flow'rs and Bloſſoms cn every Thorn ; 

But lock on my Arto there ſweetly does blow 

A Spring of more Beauties than Fa can ſhew. 


Sce, ſce how that Roſe adorns the gay Buſh, 

And, proud cf its Colour, would vie with his Bluſh ; 

\'ain Boaſter ! thy Beauties ſhall quickly decay, 

She bluſhes — and ſee how it withers away. 
Obierve 


| 
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Obſerve that fair Lily, the Pride of the Vale, 

In Whiteneſs unrivabd, row droops and looks pale; 
It ſickens and changes its begutiful Hue, 

And bows down its Head in Submiſſion to you. 


As I gaze cn tlie River that ſmoothly glides by, 
Thus even and ſweet is her Femper I cry, 
Thus clear is her Mind thus calm and ſerene, 
And Virtues like Gems at the Bottom are ſeen; 
But in vain I compare her. here's nothing ſo bright, | 
And Night now approaches and hinders my Sight ; | 
To Bed I mult haſten, and there all her Charms, 
In ſofter Ideas, I'll bring to my Arms. 


Sons LXXIX. Te late I was a Cobler's 
Wife. 


F old we read of Nymphs that ſtray'd, 
Parnaſſus Heights upon-a, 

And Bards of Fame that ſipp'd the Stream, 
Of heav'nly Helicon-a ; 

But now alas ! 'tis come to paſs, 
Such Beings are all flown-a, 

Both Muſe and Bard without Regard, 
Have left us all alone-a. 


Song LXXX. Dll tell thee Dick where I 
have been. 


O his poor Cell a Satyr led 
A Traveller with Cold half dead, 
And with great Kindneſs treated. 
A Fire Noſe-high he made him ftrait, 
Shew'd him his Elbow-chair of State, 
And near the Chimney ſeated. 


His tingling Hands the Stranger blows ; 
At which the Satyr wond'ring roſe, 
And bluntly aſk'd the Reaſon. 


dir, 
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Sir, quoth the Man, I mean no Harm, 
le; I only do't my Hands to warm, | 
In this cold froſty Seaſon. | 


The Satyr gave him from the Pot 
by, A Meſs of Porridge piping hot : | 
The Man blow'd c'er his Gruel, 
What's that for, Friend? the Satyr cry'd ; 
To cool my Broth, his Gueit reply'd, 
ght. And Truth, Sir, is a Jewel. 


How, quoth the Hoſt then, is it ſo, 

And can you Contradictions blow, 
Turn out and leave my Cottage. | 

5 This honeſt Manſion ne'er ſhall hold 
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. Such Raſcals as blow hot and cold; N 
The De'il muſt find you Pottage. ö 

SoN G LXXXI. Bleſt as i} immortal Gods | 

ts He. | 


Entle Gales, that fan the May, 
Quiv'ring on the bloomy Spray; k 

No more the Woods with Whiſpers fill, | 
All be ſilent, all be ſtill. [ 
7 Then riſe at once, and murm'ring blow, | 
I Hollow, diſmal, deep, and low ; 

Turn Companions of my Groans, 

And fill the Mountains with our Moans. 


SoN G LXXXII. Stay, Shepherd, ftay. 


HEN MI ſmiles beneath her Cow, | 
IT feel my Heart I can't tell how; 
When Moll) is on Sunday dreſt, [ 
On Sundays I can take no Reft. 


What can I do on Working-days ? 
leave my Work on her to gaze: 
What ſhall I fay? At Sermons I 
Forget the Text when Me/h''s by. 


- 
* 
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Good Maſter Curate, teach me how 

To mind your Preaching and my Plough ; 
And if for this you'll raiſe a Spell, 

A good fat Gooſe ſhall thank you well. 


Sox LXXXIII. res 2 I/bim-wham u 


ws 


ERF's a Whim-wkam new come over, 
And who will prick at my Lottery-Book, 
"Tis Spie and Span new to Dowe-, 
From France, where it lately took : 
"F'will eaſe you of all your Troubles, ho! 
By a Chymical new Chimerical Way; 
But, friſt of all down with the Bubbles, ho 
For this is the faireſt Play. 
Come Ferry, the Chambermaid, trudge it, 
Come Tinker, and pawn thy Budget, 
And Gillian no longer amble on foot. 


For Lords ſhall look like Aſſes ; 

For ſee ye how Stock advances up to't, 

And Footmen ride in their Places ; 

Then, Chymney-ſweep, ſell thy Soot. 

Jump off thy Board, bungling Botcher, 

And leave the Plough, truſty Roger, 

And Teague, with thy; Grimacree incaſh it away; 
G & rip, Cr, ly, trudge it with Mar, 

And gned muckle Sazwney Lad donno fray; 

And Dorothy flight thy Dairy, 


For we arc as blith as May. 


Come hither each pretty Fellow, 

And Country Squire, theu Buoby nob Head; 
Here's Ha. J rin P unchionelto, 

So nimble, archlv trexd 3 

Here's A Iver wan Gund; Gut: Gx too, 
To raiſe or fell. as Kn1 ries meet; 

Mf F727 come help us to puzzle too: 

And threw they Cork ver the Cheat; 


ew, 


All 


. 
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Thy Canting will ſafely fold us ; 
When Air it too hot to hold us; 
Then prithee now Coll refuſe me no more. 


Nor vamp up a queer Reviſal, 

For Water, Sir, never will turn into Gold, 
And a Fool ſhould have no Rival, 

Till C/---y's great Stoc!: be fold. 

Let every I'rick be a clean one, 

Fat Sorrow is better than a lean one. 
Then friſ it about and jerk it away, 
For here's no Sign of Sorrow : 

Unleſs Mr. Kzight ſhould darken the Day, 
"I'will be at twelve hundred 'To-morrow, 
And we underſtand the Lav. 


Sox LXXXIV. H7b caiiy Ilern. 
* JITH early Horn, 


Salute the Morn | 
That gilds this charming Place; 
Vith chearful Cries, 
Bid echo rite, 
And join the jovial Chace, 
And join, S.. 
The vocal Hills around, 
The waving Voods, 
The caryital Floods, 
All, all retura their *livening Sounds. 


The vocal, Sc. 


SoN G LXXXY. Men the biig h. 
Day. 


OUR Friendſhip I court, 

For a friendly Support; 

My Guts are grown wond'rous limber: 
My Belly complains 

Of the Want of my Brains, 

Which us'd to ſupply it with Timber 
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May I ſwing like a Dog, V 
If I have a Hog, 
A Smelt, a George, or a Teaſter : T 
— But here am I pent, : 
To keep a ſad Lent, 

Without any Hopes of an Eafter. A 
I've ſent to my Betters Ex 
Many circular Letters, | 

Of this my diſmal Condition! Ti 
But you, Sir, I'm ſure, 5 | 
My Dittemper will cure, 5 


Or a Halter muſt be the Phyſician. 


"Tis the firſt Time that 1 
Fer at Rhiming did try; G 
In which, if I had any Skill, 9 

In a more elegant Way, 
As I ought, I would ſay, 
Your obliged Servant, Ra. Argile. 


P. S. I hope you'll excuſe 
My unpolite Mule ; 

Did Bacchus my Fancy inſpire, 
Addreſs you I would, 
In Verſes as good 

As any of Pope, or of Prior. 


Song LXXXVI. Troas on 4 River*s 


verdant Side, &c. 


HEN charming Hi firſt I ſaw, 
The Nymph was nicely coy, 

Her rigid Virtue forc'd an Awe, 
And Awe procur'd me joy. 


Delighted with her lovely Look, 
| My Heart receiv'd the Snare, 
| A Warmth I from her Coldneſs took, 
| And long'd to claſp the Fair. 


With 


W ith 


1 
— 
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With ſoft Perſuaſions I purſu'd, 
With Words I made her yield, 

The Victor was at length ſubdu'd, 
Nor could maintain the Field. 


All melted in the burning Bliſs, 
We both diffolving lay, 

Exchang'd our Souls in ev'ry Kiſs, 
And ſpent in Love the Day. 


Thus Sy/via did indulge my Mind. 
And fill'd my fond Deſire, 

Her frozen Coldneſs ſhe reſign'd, 
And what was Ice is Fire. 


Song LXXXVII. Dear Colin preven; my 


warm Bluſhes. 


EAR Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without Pain, 
My Eyes have oft told you my Wiſhes, 
Oh can't you their Meaning explain 
My Paſſion would loſe by Expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame ; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name: 


Since yours is the Province of Speaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me? 
Our Wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhou!d be: 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover, 
Did your Heart feel ſuch Tortures as mine ? 
I need not tell over and over, 
What I in my Boſom confine. 


SON G 
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Song LXXXVIII. Deer Coir, prevent my 


warm. Buſhes. 


E AR Madam, when Ladies are willing, 
A Men needs muit look like a Fool, 
For me, I would not give a Shilling, 
For one that can love out of Rule: 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our Offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old Maids in Deſpair, 
If you've liv'd to theſe Years without Proffers, 
Your Sighs are now loſt in the Air. 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your Meaning, 
And not ſpeak the Matter too plain; 

"Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 

Arnd yours to affect a Diſdain: 

That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all vour fond Oglings I ſee: 

The Fruit that will fail without ſhaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 


Sox LXXXIX. Come to my Arms, &c. 


COME to my Arms, my Treaſure, 
Thou Spring of all my Joy, 
Without thy Aid all Pleafure 
Muit iarguiſh fade and die. 
In vain i all Pefiſtance, 
When warm'd wich thy Aſüſtance, 
Wnat fair One can deny? 
Then nil around the Glaſles, 
And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear kind Laſſes 
Have all they wiſh or want. 


4. *% 


nd 
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Song XC. Tom and Will were Shepherd 


Stwarns, 


OM and Vill were Shepherd Swains, 
That liv'd and lov'd together, 
When fair Paſtora croſs'd their Plains, 
Alas, why came ſhe thither ? 
For tho' they fed two ſev'ral Flocks, 
They felt but one Deſire; 
Paſtora's Eyes and Amber Locks, 
Set both their Hearts on Fire. 


Tom came of 2 gentee! Race, 
By Father and by Mother ; 
Wl] was noble, but alas, 
He was a younger Brother. 
Tom was forlorn, Will was ſad, 
No Huntſman nor no Fowler; 
Tam was held the properer Lad, 
But Vill the better Bowler. 


Tom was young, but ſomething bold, 
It ſeem'd no ImperfeCtion ; 

Il ill was grey, but yet not old, 
And browner of Complexion : 

The touching Flames their Breaſts did bear. 
They could no longer ſmother, 

For tho' they knew they Rivals were. 
They ſtill lov'd one another. 


Jm would drink her Health, and ſwear, 


His very Ghoſt ſhould haunt ker, 

Il would take her by the Ear, 
And with his Voice inchant her; 

Tom always kept within her Sight, 
And ne'er forgot his Duty, 

But Wi! was witty, and could write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty 


E. Paſin's 
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Paſlora was a lovely Laſs, 
And of a gentle Nature, 
Divinely good and fair ſhe was, 
And kind to ev'ry Creature; 
Of Favours ſhe was provident, 
But yet not over-tparing 3 
She gave no leofe Encouragement , 
Yec kept Men from deipairing. 


Which of theſe two ſhe lov'd moſt, 
Or whether ſhe lov'd either, 

*Tis thought they'll find it to their Coſt, 
That the indeed lov'd neither: 

So charming and fo ſweet was ſhe, 
So pleating of Echaviour, 

That Tom thought he, and HW! thought he, 
Was cuiefeſt in her Favour. 


| 


Thus did ſhe handle Tom and V.. 
# Who both aid cont upon her. 

4 1 I i "M24 2. 
| For graciouſly ſne us d them itill, | 
Yet 11] preſery” d her Honour. 

She dealt her Favours equaily, 
72 botn were well contented, 
[|| And kept them ſtill from Jjealuuiy, 


MT \ 1 * 2 e ; yo 1 
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—— 


Till tattling Fame had made Report. 
Of fair Pafara's Beauty, 

P., %, as ſent for to the Court, 
There to perform her Duty. 

Crto the Court Paſto;: & gene, 


There were no Court without ber, 
Tue Quee! ann her Train had nern 


Was half ſo fair about her. 


Tom. hang'd his Dog, and ca: away 
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Their Nine-pins and their Bowls they break, 
Their Sports were turn'd to Tears ; 

Tis Time for me an Fnd to make, 
Let them go ſhake their Ears. 


Sox XCI. Mertals, wwiſ.ly learn ts meaſure, 


Ortals, wiſely learn to meaſure 
Life by the Extent of Joy, 
Life's a ſhort and fleeting Pleaſure : 
Then be oY, 
Wnilſt you may, 
Ari vour Hours with Mirth employ. 
| Never let a Nithreſs pain thee, 
no": the meet you witty a Frown, 
Fly to Wine, tuin ſoon unchain 44 
Cheer thy Heart, 
And all Snar: 


In a ſwest Oblivion drown. 


ON 

* 
— 
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t love's fiercer Flame fhould 
10 ſome gentle VI nl repair. 
She'll with ſoſt Endearments caſe tlice. 
On her Breall, 
Sink to Ret; 
Fas'd ct Love and free from Care. 
rendſhip, Wine, and Love united, 
From all Its deſend tl ze Niind 
By them guarded and delig 


* 3 
Happy State, 
Smile at Fate. 
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Ever ſcorning and denying 
To reward your faithful Swain: 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying; 
Kiſs me once and eaſe my Pain! 


Sighing to himſelf, and crying, 
Wretched I to love in vain ! 
Ever — and denying, 
To reward your faithful Swain . 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying ; 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my Pain. 


Ever ſcorning and denying 

To reward your faithful Swain, 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, 

Told him, that he lov'd in vain: 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying ; 

Kiis me once, and eaſe my Pain. 


Che, laughing at his crying, 
Told him, that he lov'd in vain, 
But repeating and complying, 
When he kiſs'd, ſhe kits'd again; 
Kils'd him up before his dying, { 
Kiſs'd him up, and easd his Pain. | 


Sono. XCIII. Cold and ra. 


OLD and raw the North did blow, 
Bleak in the Morning early, 

Ali the Trees were hid with Snow, 

Cover'd with Winter yearly : 
As I vas riding o'er the Slough, 

I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 
Roſy Cheeks and bonny Prow, 

Good Faith my Mouth did water. 
Down I vaild my Bonnet low, 

Meaning to ſhew my Breeding, 
She return'd à graceful Brow, 

He: Viſage lar excecuing : 


1 
* 
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I aſk'd her where ſhe was going ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to hold a Parley, 

She told me to the next Market-town, 
On purpoſe to fell her Barley. 


In this Purſe, ſweet Soul, ſaid I, 
Twenty Pounds lies fairly, 
Seek no further one to buy, 
For [fe take all thy Barley: 
Twenty Pound more ſhall purchaſe Delight, 
Thy Perſon I love fo dewly : 
If thou wilt lig with me all Night, 
And gang home in the Morning early. 


If forty Pounds would buy the Globe, 
Thi; Thing I would not do, Sir, 

Or were my Friends as poor as Jeb, 
I'd never raiſe em ſo, Sir, 

For ſhou'd you prove one Night my Friend, 
We's get a young Kid together, 

And you'd be gone e're nine Month's End, 
Then where ſhould I find the Father. 


[ Pray what would then my Parents ſay, 
| If I ſhould be fo filly, 


To give my Maidenhead away, 
And loſe my true Love BI.? 

Oh, this would bring me to Dityrace, 
And therefore I ſay you nay, Sir, 

And if that you would me embrace, 
Firit marry, and then you may, vir. 


I told her I had wedded been 
Fourteen Years and longer, 

# Elſe I'd chuſe her for my Queen, 
F And tie the Knot till ſtronger ; 

' She bid me then no farther come, 

| But manage my Wedlock fairly, 
And keep my Purſe for poor Spoule at home, 
| For ſome other ſhould buy her Barley. 


K d | E z Then 
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/ 
Then as ſwift as any Roc, 
She 0 away aud left me, 
After her I could not $9, 
Of 10 y {,2 quite bereit me 
Thus I myſelf did diſappoint, 
For {i ad les me fairly, 


My Word cnocl. d wat wy out of joint, 
I -Joit - Loth Nitd E. rev. 
THT doun a rarrow Lare, 
$012 two or turee Hours after, 
1 10 | . chanc d to 1 1e Q n 
} Fa ner” ST un, Daughter: 
it was both rewe and cold. 


id to. hoid a Parley, 
d ſhew'd ence more my Purſe of Gold, 
When 45 44 1 h: ad io 1d ter Parley. 
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INo Lad zy ſhall have neater ; 


For, as I am an honet Min, 


i nccer ſaw a ſweeter Creature. 


D, 


Then I tcok her by the Hand, 
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Sir, ſaid Te, what ſhall I do, 
It 1 commit this Evil, 

And yield myſelf in Love with you; 
1 hope you will prove civil ? 


You 


You talk of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, 
Ard likewiſe Gold and "Treaſure : 
On, let me firſt enjoy thoſe Things, 


And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure. 


Sure thy Will ſhall be obey'd, 
Said I, my own dear Honey, 
Then into her Lap 1 qu! ickly lat 
Full forty Pounds in Money ; 
) We'll to the Marizct 'j own this dur, 
N And ſtraightway end this Qaar:el ; 
And deck thee like a Lady gay, 
In flour'ihing rich 1 


All my Gol 4 ane Silver there, 


10 tog 1 ai GC ver 
11 tlie Roa Wwe di [Calls 
3.10 1c 3 
= Oat-comirg to àa River, 


V1 AT W rs ae 5 jt OCH 920 . de, 
Huch Rivers I ne'er {ce 1. * 
She leap'd her Mare on tli''orner Side, 

And left me not one Penny. 


- 


Then my Heart was ſunt full eu, 
With Grief and Care turroui i, 
After her I could not ga, 
For fear of being 200 ne 


5 
She turn'd about, and nid, I. 
I'm not for your Devotion; 
But, Sir, I thank yen ſor your. tight, 
"£ wil ſerve tenlarge my Portion. 
I began to ſtamp and fare, 
Jo tee what the had acted: 
With my lands I tore my Hair. 


Like one that Was diitre&cd. 
Give me my Money then 1 cry'd, 
Good Faith, I did but lend 
But ſhe full fait away. did ride. 
And yow'd ſhe did not intend it 


ou 
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Song XCIV. Doron in the North Cinntiry, 


OWN in the North Country, 
As ancient Reports do tell, 

1 iiere lies a famous Country Town, 
Some call it merry Wakefield; 

And in this Country 'Town, 
Farmer there did dwell, 

Whoſe Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treature for to fell. 


As ſhe was travelling along, 
Over Hills and Mountains high, 

It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
Where 2a Shepherd ſhe did ſpy ; 

O! Shepherd, O] Shepherd, quoth ſhe, 
Many Days to you God ſend, 
am a Maid and Gall be undone, 
Unleſs ycu frand my Friend. 


O'er Hills and Mountains high, 
L. er ſince the break of Day, 
I have bcen travelling many a Mile, 
And cannot find my Way. 
Core ſit tiee doun by me, 
The Shepherd reply'd with a Smile, 
And Vi fhew thee 4 nearer Way, 
Than this by a full long Mile. 


The Shepherd fat him down, 
The fair Maid ſhe drew nigh, 
He pull'd out his Bag-pipes wond'rous ſweet, 
And play'd melodiouſly. 
He play'd her ſuch a Tune, 
That he made this fair Maid fing, 
O ! the Muſick of thy Bag-pipes ſweet 
Makes all my Nerves to ring. 


O Shepherd, 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 87 


O! Shepherd, O! Shepherd quoth ſhe, 
If the Time would but permit it; 

I pray now play it over again, 
For fear I ſhould forget it. 

He play'd it over once again, 
As he had done before, 

And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 
It pleas'd her more and more. 


My deareſt Swain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſand Times adieu ; 

And, if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
To find it, I'll come to you. 


Song XCV. Buh, curious, thirſty Fly, 


Uſy, curious, thirſty Fly, 

Drink with me, and drink as I; 
Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Could'it thou fip and fip it up: 

Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away. 

Life is ſhort, &c. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſten quick to their Decline ; 

Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 
'Tho' repeated to threeſcore ; 

Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 

Will appear, &c. 


Song XCVI. As I ſat at my Spinning-hee:, 


8 I fat at my Spinning-wheel, 

A bonny Lad there paſſed by ; 

I ken'd him round, and lik'd him weel. 
Gued faith he had a bonny Eye: 
My Heart new panting gan to feel, 
But Rill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel, 


E. % by 1. 6 


$82 THE YOCAL MISCELLANY, 


Molt graciouſly he did appear, 

As he my Preſence did draw near, 

And round about my ſlender Waiſt, 

He claſp'd his Arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my Hand he down did kneel, 
As I fat at my Spiuning-wheel. 


My Milk-white Hand he did extol, 
And prai:'d my Fingers long and imall ; 
And iid, there was no Lady fair, 
'i kat ever could with me compare. 
Tate pleaſing Words my Heart did feel; 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 
Altto' J ſeemingly did chide, 
Yec te would never be deny d; 
But did declare his Love the more, 
Until my Heart was wounded ſore, 
That T mv Love could ſcarce conceal ; 
ut yet I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 


— 


bt 


As for my Varn, my Rock and Reel, 
rd aiter that my Spinning-whcel, 

te bid me lewe them all with, Speed, 
And gang with hum to Norder Mead. 


My. panting Fleart ſtra nge 1 lames cid feel 
et Kill 1 tern'd my Spim -* heel 

He ſtopp'd 18 2 d, and bi! | by ic, 

Now ſpeed thce well, my bonny laid 


Bit if thou dit to the Hay-cock go, 

Fi] learn thee better Werd-, I trow. 
Gued Faith I lik'd him paſſing weel : 
But ſtill I turn'd my Sp:numng-whee: 


He lovely vei!''d his Bonnet oft, 
And ſwectly Kily'd my Lips fo ſoft ; 
t 13], between each Honey | Ki! 

— urg'd me, gang to further Bliſs ; 
Till I refiſttels E Fire did fe. 
Then let alone my Spinning- heel. 
Among the pleaſing Cocks of Hay, 
Then Mich my 1 bonny Lad I lay; 


What 
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What Damſel ever could deny 

A Youth with ſuch a charming Eye? 
The Pleaſure I cannot reveal, 
It far ſurpaſs'd the Sppinning- wheel. 


Song XCVII. *Twas when the Seas dere 


roarimg. 


Eneath a Cypreſs lying, 
Young Damon told his Pain, 
While hollow Rocks replying, 
Prolong'd the mourntul Strain; 
The falling Rills combining, 
In Murmurs ſweetly flow, 
And Winds in Conſort joining, 
Compos'd melodious Woe. 


O Cupid! dear Deceiver, 
Thou Cauſe of all my Care ! 
O tell me, muſt I leave her, 
For ever loſe my Fair ? 
Ah! ſay, what Habitation 
Conceals her from my Eyes? 
I'd range the whole Creation, 
To find the lovely Prize. 


In all the Works of Nature; 
Her Equal none can view, 
No Spices &er were ſweeter, 
No Turtle Dove ſo true: 
The Smile, which Morn diſcloſes, 
Her Eyes indulgent ſhed; 
The Bluſh of op'ning Roſes 
Adorns her Cheeks with Red. 
But thou, the Guardian cruel, 
With whom was lodg'd my Store, 


Haſt far remov'd my Jewel, 
To bleſs my Sight no more: 


E & | F 1 
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Yet when the Fates convey me 
To Pluto's gloomy Shade, 

When Rage and Anguiſh ſlay me, 
My Ghoft ſhall ſerve the Maid. 


Shall, when ſhe ſleeps befriend her, 
And all her Slumbers guide, 
Shall, when ſhe wakes, attend her, 
And hover near her Side. 
Thus, all alone, lamenting, 
The Lover preſs'd the Plain, 
While Winds, their Murmurs venting, 
With Tribute paid the Swain. 


When ſtraight his Ears alarming, 
A Nymph was heard to ſay, 
{No Muſick ſweetly charming 
Such Notes could e' er convey : ) 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, no more afflit thee, 
But give thy Mind Content, 
Fl] to the Fair direct thee ; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and went. 


Song XCVIII As Damon watch'd his 


harmleſs Sheep. 


| S Damon watch'd his harmleſs Sheep, 
Within a filent Shade, 

Lock'd within the Bands of downy Sleep, 
He ſaw his Charmer laid; 

And thus he hail'd the beauteous Maid 


A IT R. 
Cloſe not thoſe charming Eyes, 
My Life, my only Dear! 
"Tis Night till they ariſe, 
"Tis Day when they appear. 


Charm'd 


R 


f 
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Charm'd with the tuneful Accents of his Voice, 
The lovely Virgin rear'd her Head; 

For Damon's Song makes Sorrow's ſelf rejoice, 
So ſweet! *twould een recall the Dead. 

Nor was the Nymph coquet or coy, 
Too well ſhe knew the artleſs Boy. 

With Fervour not to be expreſt, 

She claſp'd him to her ſnowy Breaſt ; 
Who thus ſang forth his Joy. 


A I R. 


While in her Arms my Charmer holds me, 
I think the Queen of Love infolds me; 
Leſs lovely Venus is than ſhe, 

Adonis far leſs bleſs'd than me. 


SoN G XCIX. One Night when all the Nil- 
lage ſlept. 


NE Night when all the Village ſlept, 
Marcellus ſought Deſpair, 
The wand'ring Shepherd waking kept, 
To tell the Woods' his Care : 
Be gone, ſaid he, fond Thoughts be gone, 
Eyes give your Sorrows o'er, 
Why ſhould you waſte your Tears for one, 
That thinks on you no more. 


pet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Pow'rs. 


That dwell within the Grove, 
Can tell how many tender Hours 
We here have paſt in Love: 
Ye Stars above, my cruel Foes, 

Can tell how ſhe has ſworn, 


A thouſand Times, that like to thoſe 


Her Flames ſhould ever burn. 


I thought the Rocks could ſooner move, 
Than ſhe her Faith betray, 
I was tranſported ſo with Love, 
My Senſes fied away : Wen 


* 
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When Hand in Hand we us'd to walk, 
No Joy was like to this, 

She told me, that J had her Heart, 
And lecai'd it with a Kiſs. 


But faithleſs ſhe will ever be, 
I to my Sorrow find, 

Or elſe, perhaps, prove ſo to me, 
And to ſome other kind. 

But ſure the God of Love will ſhow'r 
Down Vengeance in the End, 

And puniſh, by his mighty Pow'r, 
Thoſe that his Laws offend 


How happy ſhould I count myſelf, 
For to receive one Smile 

From her that itole my Heart away, 
And did me fo beguile ; 

My drooping Spirits would revive, 
And I ſtiould be at Eaſe, 

And promiſe to myſelf good Days, 
My Fancy for to pleaſe. 


But ſince ſhe's gone, O let me have 
My Wich, and quickly die, 

In this cold Bonk, I'll make my Grave. 
And there forgotten lie. 

Sad Nightingales tac Watch ſhall keep, 
And kindly there complain; 

Then down the Shepherd lay to ſlecp, 
And never wak'd again. 


Arminda coming thro" the Grove, 
To caſe him of his Griet, 

And finding that her wronged Love 
Was dead paſt all Relief, 

Unto the Gods ſhe did complain, 
With Senſes all amaz'd, 

And ſobbed out theſe Words in vain, 
As on his Grave ſhe gaz d. 
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Oh! why, ye only Pow'rs above, 
Would you ſo cruel be, 

For to deprive me of my Love, 
E're I his Face could fee ? 

Unhappy I. whoſe deep Diſdain 
Makes me thus ſadly croſs'd; 

For when I thought to love again, 
I found that I was loft. 


O let me ſtrive, with all my Art, 
Thy Breath for to reprieve, 
"Chat thou may'ſt know my Love-ſick Heart 
Doth tor my Shepherd grieve : 
Witl open Eyes, behold my Woe, 
That am with Sorrow ſlain, 
Since that I prov'd thy deadly Foe, 
To kill thee with Diſdain. 


But oh! alas, I know grim Death, 
He will not bribed be, 

For to reſtore his lateſt Breath, 
To ſee my Miſery. 

No Sorrow e'er was like to mine; 
Come help me now to mourn, 

That J, in Tears of wa'try Brine, 
May o a Deluge turn. 


You Pirds that warble in the Woods, 
And Beaſts ſo fierce and fell, 
Bear witneſs of my dying Words, 
And weep my Fun'ral Knell : 
Since he is to- E/ um gone, 
Who was to me ſo kind. 
No longer I can live alone, 
Nor itay one Hour behind. 


come, dear Love, I come, ſhe cry', 
Make thy Aminda Room, 

Since that for Love Marcellus dy d. 
Unto the Shades I come. 


Then 
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Then fetching of a dying Groan, 
Her tender Heart it broke, 

And falling on her Lover's Grave, 
She never after ſpoke. 


SoncG C. By Moon-light on the Green. 


Y Moon-light on the Green, 

Our bonny Laſſes cooing, 
One dancing there I've ſeen, 

Who ſeem'd alone worth wooing ; 
Her Skin like driv'n Snow, 

Her Hair brown as a Berry, 
Her Eyes blick as a Sloe, 

Her Lips red as a Cherry. 
Oh how he trip'd it, ſkip'd it. 
Lweap'd it, ſtep'd it, 

Whiſkd it, friſk'd it, 
Whirl'd it, twirl'd it; 
Swimming, ſpringing, 
Starting ſo quick, 

The Tune to nick; 

With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a Jerk at parting. 
With a Heave and a Toſs. 
And a Jerk at parting. 


As ſhe ſat down, I bow'd, 
And veil'd my Bonnet to her ; 
Then tcok her from the Crowd, 
With Honey Words to woo her : 
Sweet blitheſt Lais, quoth I, 
It is bleak Weather, 
I prithee let us try 
Another Dance together, 
Oh how ſbe, &c. 


H. It 
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Whilſt ſuing thus I ſtood, 
Quoth ſhe, Pray leave your fooling, 
Some Dancing heats the Blood , 
But yours, I fear, lacks cooling. 
Still for a Dance I pray'd, | 
And we at laſt had ſeven; 
And whilit the Fiddle play'd, 
She thought herſelf in Heay'n, 
Oh how ſbe, &C. 


At laſt, ſhe, with a Smile, 

To dance again defir'd me ; 
Quoth I, pray ſtay a while, 

For now, good Faith, ye've tir'd me: 
With that ſhe look'd upon me, 

And ſigh'd with muckle Sorrow, 
Then gang your ways quoth ſhe, 

But dance again 'To-morrow. 
O how ſhe, &c. 


Song CI. Down the Burn, Davie. 


WII Trees did bud, and Fields were green 
And Broom bloom'd, fair to ſee, 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And Love laugh'd in her Ee, 
Blith Dawie's Blinks her Heart did move. 
To ſpeak her Mind thus free, 
Gang down the Burn, Dawie Love, 
And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each Lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burn: ſide, 

And Mary was the bonnielt Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride; 

Her Cheeks were roſy xed and white, 
Her Eeen was bonny blue ; 

Her Locks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 


9 


» 
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As down the Burn they took their W ay, 
What tender Tales they ſaid, 

His Cneck to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her Boſom phy'd : 

Till baith, at length, impatient grown, 
To be mair fuliy bleſt, 

In yonder Vale they ligg d them down ; 
Love only ſaw the reſt. 

What paſs'd, I guels, was harmleis Play, 
And nacthing, ſure, unmeet; | 

For, gang ng hame, I heard tnem ſay, 3 
They! :k'd a Walk ſae ſweet ; 

And that they often ſhould return, 
Sic Pleaſure to renevv ; 3 

Quoth Aan, Love, I like the Burn, 
Aud ay ſnall follow you. 1 


Sox CII. O B. Bell and Mary Gray. 1 


OW ſweetly ſmells the Summer green ? 1 
Sweet Taſte the Peach and Cherry; | 
Painting and Order pleaſe our Een, & 
And Claret makes us merry : L 

But fineſt Colours, Fruits, and Flow'rs, | 

And Wine tho” I be thirky, F 

Loſe a' their Charms, and wender Powers, | 

Compar'd to thoſe of C/. | 5 

| 


Vi ben wand'ring o'er tue low'ry Park, 
No n “ral Betut/ wan on g, . 

How lighitſome is't to hear the Lark, 
And Birds in Concert 3 1T 5 

But if my Chr y tunes ner Voice, 
Um. rapp'd in Admira tion, 

My Thong! Its with Extacies rejoice, 
And dra p the hale Creation. 


W hene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance: 
1 take the happy Omen, 

And atten mint to male advance, 

Hoping ſhe'll prove a Woman : 


But, F 
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But, dious of my ain Deſert, 
My -c::timents I ſmother, 
With ſccret Sighs I vex my Heart, 
Fer tear ſhe. love another. 


Fes —_ lat e Ed ie, by a Burn, 
His C. * tic © *erhear him, 
She doug gtna let * er Lover mourn, 
but, c'er he wiſt, drew near him. 
She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Wich left nae room to doubt her, 
He wi.cly this white Minute took, 


And Hang his Arms about her. 


My Chr: 1 - uitneſs bonny Stream, 
Sic Joy frac Tears ariſing, 
| with t!:is may na be a Dream; 
O Love the maiſt ſurpriſng! 
y. Time wis too prericus now for Tauk, 
4 This Toint of a' iis Wiches, 
He wadaa with ſet Speecues bauk, 
But waird it a' on Kiſſes. 


5 Song CIII. Or, on my Brethren. 


Said to my Heart, between ſleeping and waking, 

1* hou n! d Thing, that alw ays art lea ping or aching, 
What bla „ brown. or fair, in x hat Clime or Nation, 
By T urns, "Tui not taught thee a Vit a-pat-ation ? 


Thus accus d the wild Thing gave this ſober Reply 
See the Heart withour Motion, thu? Celia pass d by 
Not the Beauty the has, nor the Wit that the borrows, 


Gives the Lie any Joys, or the Heart any Sorrows. 


When our Sapz/o apperrs, ſhe whoſe Wit's fo refin'd, 
em ford io applaud, with the reit of Mant:ind : 
Whatever ſhe ſays is with Spirit and Fire; 

Ei'ry Word I attend, but I only admire. 


Prudontiao 


It, 


$ (Obes 
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Prudentia as vainly would put in her Claim, 

Ever gazing on Heaven, tho' Man is her Aim: 

' Fis Love, not Devotion, that turns up her Eyes, 
Thoſe Stars of this World are too good for the Skits. 


But Cee, ſo lively, ſo eaſy, fo fair, 

Her Wit ſo genteel, without Art, without Care, 
When ſhe comes in my Way, the Motion, the Pain, 
The Leapings, the Achings, return all again. 


O wonderful Creature] a Woman of Reaſon ! 
Never grave out of Pride, never gay out of Seaſon : 
ehen ſo eaſy to gueſs who this Angel ſhou'd be, 


Wou'd one think Mrs. H——d ne'erdream'd it was the ? In 
Let 

Ma 

Song CIV. VI live to be old, &c. No 

Ma 

F I live to be old, for I find I go down, Ma 
Let this be my Fate ; in a Country Town, But 

ay I have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at the Gate, NM 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate. > 
e 

CHORUS. = 

May I govern my Paſſion with an abſolute Sway, T 
And grow wiſer and better, as my Strength wears away, Mg 
Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay. PI 
May my little Houſe ſtand on the Side of a Hill, As 
With an eaſy Deſcent to a Mead and a Mill; Fo 
That, when I've a Mind, I may hear my Boy read, Sir 
In the Mill, if it rains, if 'tis dry, in the Mead. {i 
May I govern, &c. : T} 
Near a fine ſhady Grove, and a murm'ring Brook, T1 
With the Ocean at diſtance, whereon I may look, M 
With a ſpacious Plain, without Hedge or Style, By 
And an eaſy Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile. 2¹ 


May I govern, &c. 


With 
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With Horace and Petrarch, and two or three more 
Of the beſt Wits that reign'd in the Ages before; 
With roaſt Mutton, rather than Ven'ſon or Veal, 
And clean, tho' coarſe, Linen at every Meal. 

May I govern, &c. 


With a Pudding on Sundays, with ſtout humming Liquor, 
And Remnants of Latin to puzzle the Vicar ; 

With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 

To drink the King's Health as oft as I dine. 


May [ govern, &C. 


May my Wine be Vermillion, may my Malt Drink be pale, 
In neither extream, or too mild or too ftale ; 

In Lieu of Deſerts, unwholſome and dear, 

Let Lodi or Parmeſan bring up the Rear. 

May I govern, &c. 


Nor Tory, nor Whig, Obſervator nor Trimmer, 

May I be, nor 2gainſt the Laws Torrent a Swimmer ; 
May I mind what I ſpeak, what I write, and hear read ; 
But with Matters of State ne'er trouble my Head. 

May I govern, &c. 


Let the Gods, who diſpoſe of ev'ry King's Crown, 
Whomſoever they pleaſe, ſet up and pull down; 
I'll pay the whole Shilling impos'd on my Head, 
Tho' I go without Claret that Night to my Bed. 
May I govern, &c. 


I'll bleed without grumbling, tho' that Tax ſhould appear 
As oft as the New-Moons or Weeks in a Year ; 

For why ſhould I let a ſeditious Word fall, 

Since my Lands in Uzop:a pay nothing at all. 

May I govern, &C. | 


Tho' I care not for Riches, may I not be ſo poor, 
That the Rich, without Shame, may enter my Door; 
May they court my Converſe, may they take much Delight, - 
By old Stories they hear in a Winter's long Night. 
ay I govern, &c. 


My 
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My ſmall Stock of Wit may I not miſapply, 

To flatter ill Men, be they never fo high; 

Nor miſpend the few Moments I ſteal irom the Grave, 
In fawning and cringing, like a Dog or a Slave. 

1: ay Jg VEIM, Kc. 


May none whom I love to ſo great Riches riſe, 


As to flight their Acquaintance, and their old Friends 


deſpiſe , 
So low or fo high may none of them be, 
A; to move cither Fity or Envy in me. 
Nr I govern, &C. 


A Frienuſup I wiſh, but alas! "tis in vain, 

do firm, that no Change of Times, Envy, or Gain, 
Or Flatt'ry, or W Oman, ſhould have Power to unty : 
Fewe's : Score-houle is empty, and can't it ſupply. 
M 1 1 g9VON, &C. 


It if Friends prove unfaithful, and Fortune a Whore, 
tei may | be virtuous altho' I am poor; 
17 Lite then, as uſeleſs, may I freely reſign, 
V, hon no longer I relith true Wit and good Wine. 
15 J g RY Kc. 


dS 


B: 
44 
* 
* 
— 
I 


To out-lve my Senſes may it not be my Fate, 

But rather let Death come before tis too late, 

To be blind, to be deaf, to know nothing at all: 
And. white there's ſome Sap in it, may my Tree fall. 
Ia JI zovern, SC. 


| nope I ſhall have no Occaſion to ſend 

For | Pricis or Phyſicians, till 'm ſo near mine End, 
nat I have eat all my Bread, and drank my laſt Glaſs, 
Let them Come then, and ſet their Seals to my Paſs. 
Lay I govern, &c. 


With a Courage 2 may I face my laſt Day, 
And when l'm dead, » the better Sort ſay, 

In the Morning, 1 ſober. in the Evening, when mel- 
's gone, ang left not behind him his Fellow. (low, 


19 7 
wb lll; 4 387 1 I, &C. 


Without 


WI 
An 
An 
Ma 


* 
4+ 


] ca 
Wit 


| It a 


hal 


y 


Put 1 
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Without any Noiſe, when I've paſs'd o'er the Stage, 
And put off my Veſt in a chearful old Age, 
And decently acted what Part Fortune gave, 

5 May a few honeſt Fellows ſee me laid in my Grave. 
Nay I govern, &C. 


] care not whether under a Turf, or a Stone, 
With any Inſcription upon it, or none, 
nds I a thouſand Years hence, Here lies 1. P. 
hall be read on my Tomb; what is it to me? 
lay I govern, &C. 1" 


CHORUS. 


May 1 govern my Paſſion <vith an ab/Jlite Sway, 
1 df gr 9% col ſer and better „ N My Ste "igth WEUTF ACA). 
'Fithout Gout or Stone, by a ge atle D. cay. 


Soxs CV. Vid Hil. 


„ 
E member, Daten, on did tell, | 
In Chaility vou lov'd me well; | 
zut now, alas! Jam undone, 1 
\:1 here am left to male my Moan. | 
Ho, Eo, rah, in Amburah, 

Ho, and ho, derry, f 
Hi, and hi, Gerrv; 1 

I. tio derry, derry, derry, derry, Amburah 


— 


7 dolefal Shades I will remove, 
Since 'm deſpi d by wm ] love. 


| (. Where T Yor Ori. Ken N ien hs are ſeen, 
a 8 44 * les 6 4 \ 4 
, in lonely Walz cf Willow greea. 
7 x * = DO 


W 
, pon my Dear“. deluding Tongue, | 
: Fuch loft perivafive Lit inguage hung, 

a — 

dv hen his ae had Si! nce broke. 

1 mel- W fp ' ds ; A * = der! y 

J Yi wry tn 25 SCAT GK * 
(low, il V4 u 4 12 ve In - n &'4 281 a + — 


Ha, J, N 15 
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Too happy Nymph, whoc'er ſhe be, 

That now enjoys my charming He ; 

For, oh! I fear it to my Coſt, 

Sh'as found the Heart that I have loſt. 
Ho, ho, rab, &C. 


Beneath the faireſt Flow'r on Earth, 

A Snake may hide, or take its Birth ; 

So his falſe Breaſt conceal it did, 

His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid. 
Ho, ho, rah, &C. 


"Tis falſe, who ſays we happy are, 

Since Men delight our Hearts tenſnare : 

In Man no Woman can be bleſt. 

Their Vows are Wind, their Love's a Jeſt. 
Ho, ho, rab, &c. 


Ve Gods, in Pity to my Grief, 

Send me my Damon, or Relief; 

Return that wild delicious Boy, 

Whom once I thought my Spring of Toy. 
Hs, ho, rab, &c. 


But, whilſt I'm begging of this Bliſs, 

Methinks I hear you anſwer this; 

Whom Damon has enjoy'd, he flies, 

Who ſees him, loves, who loves him, dies 
Ho, bo, rab, &C. 


There's not a Bird that haunts this Grove, 

But is a Witneſs of my Love; 

Eccho repeats my plaintive Moans, 

The Waters imitate my Groans ; 

The Trees their bending Boughs recline, 

And droop their Heads, as I do mine. 
He, ho, rab, &C. 


SONG 
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Sono CVI. Send back my long ſtray d 
Eyes to me. 


END back my long ftray'd Eyes to me, 
Which, oh ! too lo — dwelt on thee: 
But if from you they've learn'd ſuch Ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, 
And then beguile, 
Keep the Deceivers, keep them till. | 


Send home my harmleſs Heart again, 
Which no unworthy Thought could ftain : 
But if it has been taught by thine, 

To forfeit both 
Its Word and Oath, 
Keep it, for then tis none of mine. | 

Yet ſend me back my Heart and Eyes, 


For I'll know all thy Falſities; 


That I may one Day — — when thou 
Shalt gri 
For one — ſcorn, 


And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


: 8 


Son CVII. O e Broom. 
The Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom 
The Broom of Cowden-bnow: : ; 


I wiſh I were with my dear Swain, 
Milking my Daddy's Ewes. 


How blith ilk Morn was I, (6 ifs 
The Swain come o'er - the Hill ; 

He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with Good-will. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed tac ſweet, 
The Birds fat lifPning by 
ON G E'en the dull Cattle 1 gaz d, 


Charm'd with his Melody. 
Vor. II. F. 1 


While thus we f. 
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I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
I : 
e d in my Sheep at b 
LEUN 
He did oblige me Hour, 

G E rt frogr 
He ſtaw my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 


our Time by Turns, 
Betwixt our and Play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho' ne er ſae rich and gay. 
Hard Fate that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn. 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 
Adieu, ye Cewuden- in adieu, 
Farewel a' Pleaſures there; 
Ye Gods, reſtore to me my Swain, 
Is a' I crave or care. 


Sono CVIII. Aſter the Pangs, &c. 


Fter the Pangs of a deſp tate Lover, 
When Day and Night I have figh'd all in vain, 
Ah! What a ure it is to diſcover, 
In her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain! 
Ah ! what a P it is to diſcover, 
In her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain ! 
When with Unkindneſs our Love at a Stand is, 
And both have puniſh'd auirſetves with the Pain, 
Ah] RE =» ach oe Hort 
what a Pleaſure to it again | | 
£h ! nuhat a Pleaſure, &c. 
When the Denial comes fainter and fainter, 
And her Eyes give what her Tongue does deny, 


Ah! what a I feel, when I venture 
Ah! „ my Joy 


oh / what @ Pleaſure, &&. 
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When, with a Sigh, ſhe accords me the Bleſſing. 
And her E ny See pope mas 
Ah ! what a 'tis, beyond all Exprefling ! 
Ah! what a 3 Shall we again ! 
4h! what a Joy, &c. 


Sono CIX. Lillibulero. 


UR Shop Wives are ſo poliſh'd of late, 
That each has her Card and her Vigting-day Zz 
And whilſt the tame Husband tails hard with his Fate, 

She ruins his Credit and Pocket at Play. 
Quadrille, Picquet, 
Ombre, Baſſet, 
Alternative charm and promote her Delight, 
The Children are ſqualling, 
And Creditors bawling, 
That force the poor Bankrupt away in the Night. 


Song CX. Two Gods of great Honour, &c, 


WO Gods of great Honour, Bacchus and 4polh, 
The one fam'd in Muſick the other in Wine, 
In Heaven were raving, diſputing, and bravi 
Whoſe Theme was the and Trade moſt divine : 
Your Muſick, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us and rack us, 
Did Clare not ſoften the Diſcord you make : 
are not inviting, nor Verſes delighting, 
Poets EIS I 


I'm young, plump, and jolly, free from Melancholy, 
Who ever grew fat by the Sound of a String ? 
R doom'd to a Gibbet do often- contribute, 
o purchaſe a Bottle before they do ſwing. 
In Love I am noted, Old and Young courted, 
A Girl, when inſpir e 
„ of one of my Potions, 


The Muſes, e 
F 2 When 
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When Mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted, 
To me, as a Father, for Succour they cry; 
In their ſad Condition, I hear their Petition, 
A Bottle revives the oppreſs'd Votary. 
'Then leave. off your Tooting, your Fidling, and Fluting, 
Aſide lay your Harp and bow down to the Flaſk ; 
My Joys they are riper than Songs from a Piper, 
What Muſick is ſweeter than ſounding a Caſk ? 


Says Phaebus, this Fellow, is drunk ſure, or mellow, 
To prize Muſick leſs than Wine and October, 
Since thoſe, who love Drinking, are void of all 
Thinking, 
And want ſo much Senſe as to keep themſelves ſober. 
Thus while they were wrangling, diſputing, and jang- 
ling, 
Came — 1 Venus to end the Diſpute: 
Says ſhe, now to eaſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd me, 
When arm'd with a Bottle, and charm'd with a Flute. 


Your Mufick has charm'd me, your Wine has alarm'd 


me, 

When I have ſeem'd coy and hard to be won ; 
When both have been moving, I could not help loving, 

And Wine has compleated what Muſick begun. 
The Gods, ſtruck with Wonder, declar'd by Fove's 

Thunder, 

They'd mutally join in ſupplying Love's Flame; 
So each, in their Function, mov'd on in Conjunction, 

To melt with ſoft Pleaſure the amorous Dame. 


Sox CXI. Who to gain a Woman's 


Favour. 


Oman, Nature's greateſt Beauty, 
Was alone defign'd for Man; 
It therefore is each Mortal's Duty, 
To enjoy it whilſt he can. 


No 


No 
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No more denying, 

Be complying, 

Joys are nigh you, 

Youth will fly you, 
For our Lite is but a Span. 
For, &c. 


Aſk old Mortals paſt the Pleaſure, 
If they would be young again, 
They'd give their golden Heaps of Treaſure, 
But they muſt defire in vain. 
Always whining, 
Ever pining, 
Always ſighing 
Ever crying, 
Oh! that I were young again. 
C Kc. 


Yield then quickly, Charmer, eaſe me, 
Whilſt thy Beauty's in its Prime; 
The Joys I'm ſure I know will pleaſe thee, 
And no more be call'd a Crime. 
Melting Bliſſes, 
Dying Kiſſes, 
Hearts inviting, 
Souls uniting, 
All excites the happy Time. 
All, &c. 


# 


Song CXII. London Ladies, 


OR Gold and not Freedom thoſe Generals fight, 
Who clip from their Veterans Pay, Sir, 
For Gold and not Freedom thoſe Journaliſts write, 
Who rave about deſpotick Sway, Sir ; 
Would Fate to their Wiſhes propitiouſly deign, 
—_ fill but their Coffers _ * 
e Pope then might fight and the Devil might rei 
For Fighter — Writer are ſold, Sir. e 


F 3 Sox e 
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Song CXIII. To you, fair Ladies. 


O all you Huſbands, and you Wives, 
This Punchinellb ſings, 
For Reformation of your Lives, 
This good Advice he brings ; 
That if you would avoid all Ill, 
You ſhould leave off the dear Quadille, 


No Tyrant on the Earth his Slaves, 
With greater Terror awes, - 
With Force more abſolute behaves, 

Nor gives ſeverer Laws. 
Unequal tho' his Taxes fall, 
'Chey're with a Smile receiv'd by all. 


How many Beauties, rich in Charms, 
Are ſubject to his Will ? 

The Bride, when in the 's Arms: 
Still thinks * dear 

Her Spouſe her we — 


Quadrille is Maſter 25 
The Ch:na People (Sailors 7" 

When they have loſt their 
'Their Family and ſelves will play, 

Heay'n keep that Cuſtom : 
For Beauties of the firſt Degree | 
May ſo be Slaves to — B 
Song CXIV. *Twas when the Seas were 
roaring. R 


Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, 
to the Veicl of of Muſick, 


Make an harmonious Noiſe : | T 


Flare 


Ye 


Flora 
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So migh thro” the Paſſage a Cart. 
But filly coy Maid, God's great Amazement, 
Sprung away from his Arms, and leapt thro” the Caſement, 


He 2 my Life, and my Dear, 


You think me, perhaps, ſome Scoundrel, or Whoreſon ; 
Alas ! I've no wicked Def on your Perſon. 

I'm a God by my Trade, 

Young, plump, and well made; 
Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purſy came panting behind. 


F 4 I'm 
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I'm the Chief of Phyſicians, and none of the College 
—_ be mention'd with me, for Experience and Know- 
edge ; | e 
Each Herb Flow'r, and Plant, by its Name I can call, 
And do more than the beſt Seventh-Son of them all. 
With my Powder and Pills, 
J cure all the Ills 
That ſweep off ſuch Numbers each Week in the Bills. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purſy God came panting behind. 


Beſides, I'm a Poet, Child, into the Bargain, 
And top all the Writers of fam'd Cowent-Garden; 
I'm the Prop of the Stage, and the Pattern of Wit ; 
1 ſet my own Sonnets, and ſing to my Kit: 

I'm at WilPs all the Day, 

And each Night at the Play, ; 
And Verſes I make faſt as Hops, as they ſay. 
When ſhe heard him talk thus, ſhe redoubled her Speed, 
And flew like a Whore from a Conſtable freed. 


Now, had our wiſe Lover (but Lovers are blind) 
In the Language of Lombard-fireet, told her his Mind ; 
Look, Lady, what here is, tis Plenty of Money; 
Odsbubs, I muſt ſwinge thee, my Joy, and my Honey. 
I fit next the Chair, | 
And ſhall ſtortly be Mayor, 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can compare: 
Tho' as wrinkled as Prim, as deform'd as the Devil, 
The God had ſucceeded, the Nymph had been civil. 


Sov eo CXVI. Gently touch the warbling Tyre. 


Trephon, when you ſee me fly, 
Why ſhould that your Fear create ? 
Maids may be as often ſhy, | 
Out of Love, as out of Hate: 
When from you I fly away, 
Tis becauſe I fear to ſtay. 


Did 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY, 105 


Did I out of Hatred run, 
Leſs would be my Pain and Care; 
But the Youth I love, to ſhun ! 
an Who could ſuch a Trial bear ? 
85 Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 
Who could love, and fly like me ? 


Cruel Duty bids me go; 
. Gentle Love commands my Stay; 
Duty's till to Love a Foe ; 
Shall I This or That obey ? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles ; 
That defends, and This beguiles. 
8 Ever, by this cryſtal Stream, 
I could fit and ſee thee figh, 
Raviſh'd with this pleaſing Dream. 
Oh! *tis worſe han Death to fly ! 
But the Danger is ſo great, 
Fear gives Wings inſtead of Feet. 


If you love me, Strephon leave me; 
If you ſtay, I am undone: 
; Oh ! you may with Eaſe deceive me ; 
Prithee charming Boy, be gone : 
The Gods decree, that we muſt part ; 
They have my Vow, but you my Heart. 


Sons CXVII. Sweet are the Charms ef 
Ber I love. 


Hen gay Phi/ander fell a Prize 
| To Amoretta's conqu'ring Eyes; 
| He took his Pipe, he ſought the Plain, 
| Regardleſs of his growing Pain ; 
And reſolutely bent to wreſt | 
The bearded Arrow from his Breaſt. 
Come, gentle Gales, the Shepherd cry'd. 
| Be Cyp:id and his Bow defy'd: 
But as the Gales obſequious flew, . 
Wich flow'ry Scents,. and ſpicy Dew, 
#2 Ho 


KH 


—— — * 
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He did, unknowingly. repeat, 
The Breath of Ares is ſweet. 


— Pipe e ag x 
warbli 2 Nig ghtingales rep) 

Their — in rival Meaſi Yeu hab 
And meeting Echo's charm the Grove. 
His Thoughts, that rov'd, a repeat, 
The Voice of Ameret is * 

Since ev'ry fair and lovely View, 
His Thoughts of Ameret renew, 
From flow'ry Lawn, and — Green, 
To Proſpect gloomy, the Scene: 
Sad Change for him ! for fighing there, 


He thought of Lovers in 


Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 
Now, cruel God, aſſert thy Prize, 
For Love its fatal — | 2h 
Yet grant, in Pity to my 
Theſe Lines the Nymph may oft repeat, 
And own Philander's Lays are ſweet. 


SoNnG CXVIII. Tweed Side. 


Echo, forbear thy light Strain, 
And heedfully hear a loſt Maid 
Go, tell the falſe Riv of 2 Draka, 


a 
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His n__ broken lay, 
Looks, Si bs, and Aicss foran's to fo, 
My Ch is unkind. 


Why ring the Woods with warbling Throats ? 
Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceaſe your Strains; 
I faintly hear, in your ſweet Notes, 
My Chlbe' Voice that wakes my Pains : 
Yet why _ you your Song 2 r 
Your Mates t to z 
But Chloe — 
As thus he melancholy ſtood, 
as the lonely Dove, 

Sweet Sounds broke pn Par through the Wood; 
I feel the Sound, > move. 
"Twas not the Nighringale that ſung, 
No, "tis my Cblies ſweeter Tongue; 
Hark, hark, his ſays my Love! 


How fooliſh is the N 8 
Who trifles with EE 

Nature ſtill ſpeaks in Woman's * 
Our artful Lips were made to frign. 

O Daphnis, Daphnis ! twas my 

"Twas not my Heart thy Love deny d; 
Come back, dear Youth, again. 

As tother Day my Hand he ſeiz d, 
My Blood with Motion flew,. 

Sudden I on Looks d, 
And from his Hold withdrew. 

"Twas Fear alone, thou ſimple Swain; 


Then hadſt thou preſs d my again, 
My Heart had yielded too. : 


mp 
-- kw 
eaſures ſeek ; 
nk ove, | 


Much, 8 thy Muſick 1 
Yet break thy Pipe, for 
Mack mes 18-2008 Ben'y 


n — 
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My Heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone; 

Laſt Night with Delia's Dog he play'd, 
Love, by ſuch Trifles, firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away, 
My Tongue would now my Heart obey. 

Ah! Chhe, thou art won. 


The Youth ftepp'd forth with haſty Pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chlae lay; 
Shame ſudden lighted in her Face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 
At laſt, in broken Words, ſhe cry'd, 
To-morrow, you in vain had try'd ; 
But I am loſt To-day. 


Song CX. Vanton Chloe, young and 
charming. 


AY, lovely Dream, where couldſt thou find. 
Shades to counterfeit that Face ; 

Colours of this glorious Kind 
Come not from any mortal Place. 


In Heaven itſelf, thon, ſure, wert dreft 
With that Angel-like Diſguiſe ; 
Thus deluded am I bleſt. 
And fee my Joy with cloſed Eyes. 
But, ah! this Image is too kind, 
To be other than a Dream ; 
Cruel Sachariſ/a's Mind 
Never put on. that ſweet Extreme. 
Fair Dream, if thou intend'ſt me Grace, 
Change that heavenly Face of thine; 
Paint deſpis'd Love in thy Face, 
And make it to appear like mine. 
Pale, wan, and mea let it look, 
With a pity-moving Shape, 
Such as wander by the Brook 
ot Lethe, or from Graves eſcape. 


T hen 
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Then to that matchleſs Nymph appear, 
In whoſe Shape thou ſhinelt fo, 

Softly in her ſleeping Ear 
With humble Words expreſs my Woe. 


Perhaps, from Greatneſs, State, or Pride, 
Thus ſurprized ſhe may fall : 

Sleep does Dif proportion hide, 
And Death reſembling equals all. 


Sono CXXI. The bonny gray-eyd Morn, 


2 I'S Woman that ſeduces all Mankind; 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling Arts: 
Her very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 
For her, like Wolves by Night, we roam for Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms, 
For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arms. 


Song CXXII. Tell me no more I am deceiv'd. 


ELL me no more I am deceiv'd, 
That Chhe's falſe and common; 

By Heav'n, I all along believ'd 
She was a very Woman: 

As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 

She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſs'd, 
She cou'd do more for no Man ; 


But, oh ! her Thoughts on others ran ; 
And that you think a hard thing: 
Perhaps ſhe fed you the Man ; 
Why, what care I one Farthing. 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 
I'll take her Body, you her Mind ; 21 
Who has the better Bargain? 


SONG 
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Sons CXXIH, What ball I do, to fhew 
how much I love ber. 


Igins are like the fair Flow'r in its Luſtre, 
Which, in the Garden, enamels the Ground; 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around : 
But, when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring, 
To 8 — —_ (as yet ſweet.) 
There fades and ſhrinks, grows all enduring, 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod — Feet. 


Song CXXTV. Grim Ring of the Ghoſts. 


AN Love be controul'd by Advice ? 
Will Capid our Mothers obey ? 
Tho' my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At his Flame 'twould have melted away: 


When he kiſs'd me, ſo cloſely he preſt, 
"Twas ſo ſweet I muſt have comply'd : 

So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 


Song CXXV. There was a jovial Beggar. 


H E Stone, that all Things turns at Will 
To Gold, the Chymift craves ; 
But Gold, without the Chymiſt's Skill, 
Turns all Men into Knaves. 
And a cheating they will go, &c. 


The Merchant wou'd the Courtier cheat; 
When on his Goods he lays 

Too high a Price —— but, faith, he's bit, 
For a Courtier never pays, 

And a cheating,. &c. | 


T 
Be 
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The Lawyer, with a Face demure, 
Hangs him who. ſteals your Pelf ; 

Becauſe the goad Man can endure 
No Robber but himſelf. 

— 1A ck and H. hwayman, 

ixt the 1 

What Diff rence = Ga do # 

Tho" this with Piſtol, that with Pen, 
Both kill you for a Fee. 

And a cheating, &C. 


The Huſband cheats his loving Wife, 
And to a Miſtreſs goes, 

While ſhe at home, to eaſe her Life, 
Carouſes with the Beaus. 

And a cheating, &c 


The Tenant doth the Steward nick 
(So low this Art we find) 

The Steward doth his Lordſhip trick, 
My Lord tricks all Mankind. 

And a cheating, &C. 


One Se& there are, to whoſe fair Lot 
No cheating Arts do fall, 

And thoſe are Parſons call'd God wot. 

And ſo I cheat you all. 

And a Cheating, &c. 


Song CXXVI. Chevy-Chaſe, 


OD from broke, 
Lf oy — 1 


A doleful Drinkin bout I — 
befal. 


There lately 


To chaſe 8 with Cup and Cann, 
Duke Philip took his Way, 
Babes yet ſhall never ſee- 

The like of ſuch a Day. 


® A Pint Bumper as Sir Chriſtopher Muſgrave i, 


212 
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The ftout and ever thirſty Duke 
A Vow to God did make, 

His Pleaſure within Cumberland, 
Three live-long Nights to take.. 


Sir Muſgrave too, of Martindale, 
A true and worthy Knight, 
Eftſoon with him a Bargain made. 
In drinking to delight. 


The Bumpers ſwiſtly paſs about, 
Six in hand weat roucd ; 

And with their calling for more Wine. 
They made the Hall reſound. 


Now when theſe merry Tiding, re:ch'd 
The Earl of Harold's Ears, 

And am I (quoth he, with ai: Oath) 
Thus lighted by my Peers? 


Saddle my Steed, bring forth my Boots, 
PII be with them right quick, 

And Maſter Sheriff come you too; 
We'll know this ſcurvy Trick. 


Lo, yonder doth earl Harold come, 
(Did one at Table fay ; ) 

"Tis well, reply'd the mettl'd Duke, 
How will he get away ? 


When thus the Earl began, Great Duke, 
I'll know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me, ſure this 
You did not learn in France. 


One of us two, for this Offence, 
Under the Board ſhall lie ; 

J know thee well, a Duke thou art, 
So ſome Years hence ſhall I. 


But truſt me, Wharton, Pity 'twere, 
So much good Wine to ſpill, 

As theſe Companions here may drink, 
E're they have had their Fill, 


Let 


Let 
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Let thou and I, in Bumpers fall, 
This grand Affair decide. 
Accurs'd be he, Duke Wharton ſaid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 


To Andrews, and to Hotham, Fair, 
Many a Pint went round, 


And many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay fick upon the Ground. 


When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy'd, 


He had the Earl ſecure ; 
He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
Which lay'd him on the Floor. 


Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
After he downwards ſunk, 

My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Wharton ſees me drunk. 


Then, with a Groan, Duke Philip held 
The ſick Man by the Joint, 

Ard ſaid, Earl Harold, ſtead of thee, 
Would I had drank this Pint. 


Alack! my very Heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink ; 
For ſurely a more ſober Earl 


Did never ſwallow Drink. 


With that the Sheriff, in a Rage, 
To ſee the Earl fo ſmit, 

Vow'd to revenge the dead drunk Pcer 
Upon renown'd Sir Kit. 


Then ſtepp'd a gallant *Squire forth, 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 

Llhyd was his Name, and of Gang-Hall, 
Faſt by the River Teaſe. 


Who ſaid he would not have it told 
Where Eden River ran, 
That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by ; 


So, Sherift, I'm your Man. Now 
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Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Rooms 


Where the Duke lay in Bed, 
How that the Squire ſuddenly 
Upon the Floor was laid. 


O heavy Tidings! (quoth the Duke) 
Cumberland Witneſs be, 

J have not any Captain more, 
Of ſuch Account as he. 


Like Tidings to Earl Thane? came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 

How that the Under Sheriff too 
Was fallen from his Place. 


Now God be with him (ſaid the Ear!) 
Sith 'twill no better be, 
IT truſt I have within my Town, 


As drunken Knights as he. 


Of all the Number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield ; 
But with a Bumper in his 
He ſtagger'd o'er the Field. 
Thus did this dire Contention end, 
And each Man of the Slain 
Were quickly carried off to Bed, 
Their Senſes to regain. 


God bleſs the King, the Dutcheſs fat, 
And keep the Land in Peace, 

And grant that Drunkenneſs hencefarth 
"Mong Nablemen may ceaſe. 


And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The Nation's other Hope, 
And give us Grace, for to 
The Devil and the Pope. 


L 
A 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 1g 


Song CXXVII. Tweed Side. 


Hat 1 Powers, I ſuſtain, 
How my Boſom is tortur'd with Care, 
In Pity relieve my ſoft Pain, 
Or give me more Courage to bear ; 
Let me ſwim in an Ocean of Bliſs, 
Or fink in a Torrent of Grief: 
An Heaven of Delight they poſſeſs, 
Who from Hell of Deſpair have Relief. 


Song CXXVIII. Cotillen, 


Outh's the Seaſon made for Joys, 
Love is then our Duty ; 

alone, who that employs, 

Well deſerves her Beauty. 


Let us drink and ſport To-day, 
Ours is not To-morraw ; 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but Sorrow. 
Dance and fin 
Time's on the Wing, 
Life never knows the Return of the Spring. 
Let us drink, &c. 


Song CXXIX. Maidens, beware ye. 


Aidens, beware ye, 
Love will enſnare ye, 
If you but look or lend an Ear. 
Words will detain ye, 
Sighs will trepan ye, 
Tears will draw you into the Snare ; 
Then, in Time, beware. 


— — 


— 
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Daily you'll find it, Th 
If you'll but mind it, 

How many Maids falſe Men betray : | Ye 
Let this concern ye, | | 
Let their Fall learn ye, Ve 

From the Danger to run away. 
Run, run, run away. Di 
Let Vittue guard ye, | 
Praiſe will reward ye, W 

And you will ſhine in brighteſt Fame ; | 
When the poor Creature, Sh 


That yields her Charter, 
Lives abandon'd, and dies with Shame, 
To bear ſuch a Name. At 


Song CXXX. As Celia near a Fountain lay, 15 


C' id, with Canymede to play, W 
Had laid his Wings aſide; 

And, leit they ſhould be ſtoln away, Oi 
Sat on his Darts aſtride. 

For oft the God had, to his Coft Bu 
(As Prior ſweetly ſings) 

His Quiver, Bow, and Arrow loſt, . I 


But never loit his Wings. 


Miſs Kitty, Love's great Favourite, 
Was there a Stander-by, 80 
And hit upon a new Conceit, 
Which ſhe reſolv'd to try. 


She oft had heard her Lovers ſigh, 
| And praiſe her Angel-Face, 
| And raiſe her Beauties to the Sky, 
Where they deſerv'd a Place. 


She would not truſt the flatt'ring Youth, 

And gave a careleſs Ear; v 
Vet fain at H n would know the Truth, 

But how ſhould ſhe get there ? The 


T 


A. 


he 
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The Urchin's Wings would fit her Shape, 
And put it to a Trial ; 

Yet durſt not aſk the waggiſh Ape, 
She fear'd a pert Denial. 


Young Cupid, without Thought or Care, 
Of no Deſign afraid, 

Did not ſuſpe& the wily Fair, 
The ſeeming harmleſs Maid. 


Whilſt Joke and witty R 
"Twixt him and Gary paſt, 
She ſtole his Wings, and merrily 
To P rs Gate did haſte. 


Arriving ſoon, and rapping hard, 
Like haſty Seraphim, 
P r did to his Poſt repair, | 
To let the Angel in. "= 


When Porter P r op'd the Door, 
And ſaw her Face and Mien, 
Of Bows and Scrapes he made ſome Score, 
Expecting ſhe'd come in. 
But, pointing to the Earth, the Fair 
Then, laughing, faid aloud, 
I'd rather be an Angel there, 
Than one amongſt a Crowd. 


Song CXXXI. In theſe ſtrong Dominions 


here, 


N theſe ſtrong Dominions here, 
Like a King I live and reign, 

ave no foreign Foes to fear, 

Nor rich Subjects to complain. 
Theſe my Pris'ners are my Slaves, 

Who obey my Laws and Rules ; 
Wealthy Dealers think them Knaves, 

But, alas, they're honeſt Fools. 


Here 
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Here I keep them cloſe confin'd, 


Why ſhould not ſuch Wolves as we 
Prey on thoſe within our Power. 

What we do from others drain, 
Greater Bites new Ways have found, 


To extort from us again, 
So the ſharping World goes round. 


Son 6 CXXXII. Which no body can deny. 


E People of Ireland, both Country and City, 
Come liſten with Patience, and hear out my Ditty, 
At this time I'll chuſe to be wiſer than witty, 
| | Which no body can deny. 
The Half-pence are coining, the Nation's undoing, 
2 an end of your ploughing, and baking, and 
rewing; 
£n ſhort you muſt all go to Rack and to Ruin, 
Which, &c. 


Both 


&c. 
Both 
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Both high Men, and low Men, and thick Men, and tall 


Men, 
And rich Men, and poor Men, and Free-Men, and thrall 


Men, 

Will ſuffer, and this Man, and that Man, and all Men, 

Which, &C. 

The Soldier is ruin'd, poor Man, by his Pay, 

His Five-pence will prove but a Farthing a Day, 

For Meat or for Drink, or he muſt run away. 
Which, &c. 

When he pulls out his Two- pence, the Tapſter ſays 

'That ten times as much he muſt pay his Shot," 

And thus the poor Soldier he muſt go to Pot. 

Which, &c. 


If he goes to the Baker, the Baker will huff, 


And ty-pence have for a Two-penny Loaf, 
Then Dog, Rogue, and Raſcal, and Þ kick and cuff, 


Which, &c. 
Again, to the Market whenever he goes, 
The Butcher and Soldier muſt be mortal Foes, 
One cuts off an Ear, and the other a Noſe. 
Which, &c. 


The Butcher is ftont, and he values no Swagger, 
A Cleaver's a Match any time for a Dagger, 
And a blue Sleeve may give ſuch a Cuff as may ſtag- 
ger. Which, &c. 
The Beggars themſelves will be broke in a Trice, 
ps has thong are ſunk in their 
e 


When nothing is left, they muſt live on their Lice. 
Which, &c. 
The *Squire who's got him twelve thouſand a Year, 
O what a Mountain his Rents would appear 
9 he take em, he would not have Houſe - room I 


Which, &c. 
The 


— — 
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Tho' at preſent he live in a very large Houſe, - 

There would not be Room in it "it left for a Mouſe; 

But the Squire's too wiſe, he won't take a Souſe, 
Which, &c. 


The Farmer who comes with his Rent in this Caſh, 
For taking theſe Counters, and being ſo raſh, 
Will be kick'd out of Doors, both himſelf and his 


Traſh, 
Which, &c. 
For in all the Leaſes that ever we hold, 
We muſt pay our Rent in nas and Gold, 
And not in Tokens of ſuch a baſe Mould, 
Which, &c. 


The wiſeſt of Lawyers all ſwear they will warrant 

No Money but Silver and Gold can be current, 

And ſince they will ſwear it, we all may be ſure on t 
Which, &c. 


And I think, after all, it wou'd be very ftrange 
To give current Money for baſe, in Exchan 
Like a fine Lady ſwapping her Moles for the 

Which, &c 


But read the King's Patent, and there you will find, 

That no Man need take 'em, but who has a mind, 

For which we muſt ſay, his Majeſty's kind, | 
Which, &c. 


Now God bleſs the Draper who open'd our Eyes, 

I am ſure by his Book that the Writer is wile ; 

He ſhews us the Cheat, from ms End to the Riſe, 
Which, &c. 


Nay farther he ſhews it a very hard Caſe 

That this Fellow, Mood, of a very bad Race, 

Should of all the fine Gentry of Ireland take Place, 
Which, &c. 


That 


beer 


That 
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That he and his Half-pence ſhould come to weigh 
down 
Our Subjects ſo loyal and true to the Crown; 
But I hope, after all, that they will be his own, 
Which, &c. 
This Book, I do tell you, is writ for your Goods, 
And a very good Book againit Mr. Wood's ; 
If you ſtand together he's left in the Suds, 
Which, &c. 
Ye Shopmen, and Tradeſmen, and Farmers go read it, 
For I think, m my Soul, at this time you will necd it ; 
Or, I gad, if you don't, there's an End of your Credit, 
Which, &C. 


Song CXXXIII. en Delia on the Plain 
appears. 


HEN Delia on the Plain a 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender Fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move, 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love. 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd Ear 
No other Voice but her's can bcar, 
No other Wit but her's approve, 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love. 


If ſhe ſome other Swain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondeſt Friend; 
'That Inſtant, Enemy I prove, 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love. 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all, that pleas'd before : 
The cleareſt Spring, or ſhady Grove, 
Teil me, my Heart, if this be Love. 
When arm'd with inſolent Diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my Pain; 
J trove to hate, but vainly ſtrove, 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love. 
Vor. II. G SONG 
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Songs CXXXIV. Ob! the Time that is paſt, 


H! the Time that is paſt, 

When ſhe held me ſo faſt, 
And declar'd that her Honour no longer could laſt ! 
No Light, but her languiſhing Eyes did appear, 
To prevent all Excuſes of Bluſhing and Fear. 


How ſhe ſigh'd and unlac'd, 

With ſuch Trembling and Haſte, 
As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd ! 
My Lips the ſweet Pleaſure of Kiſſes enjoy'd, 


While my Hands were in ſearch of hid Treaſure em- 


ploy'd. 


With my Heart all on Fire 
In the Flames of Deſire, 
When I boldly purſu'd what ſhe ſeem'd to require, 


She cry'd, Oh ! for Pity's ſake change your ill Mind, 


Pray, Amyntas be civil, or I'll be unkind. 


All your Bliſs you deftroy, 

Like a naked young Boy, 
Who fears the kind River he came to enjoy: 
Let's in, my dear Chris, I'll ſave thee from Harm, 
And make the cold Element pleaſant and warm. 


Dear Amyntas ! ſhe cries, 

'Then ſhe caſt down her Eyes, 
And with Kiſſes conſeſs'd what ſhe faintly denies. 
'Too ſure of my Conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay 
Till her freer Conſent did more * Sane the Prey. 


But too late I begun; 

For her Paſſion was done ; 
Now Ampntas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be won; 
Thy Tears and thy Courtſhip no Pity can move, 
Thou hait flighted the critical Minute of Love. 
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Song CXXXV. Sweet are the Charms, &c, 


S K not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 
A So long delays her Flow'rs to bear ? 
y warbling Birds forget to ſing, 
And Winter Storms invert the Year ? 
Cloris is gone, and Fate provides 
To make it Spring where ſhe reſides. 


Chloris is gone, the cruel Fair; 

She caſts not back a pitying Eye ; 
But left her Lover in Deſpair, 

To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die : 
Ah, how can thoſe fair Eyes endure 
To give the Wounds they will not cure ! 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 
A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, 
And change the Laws of every Land ? 
Where thou had'ſt plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, 
'Thou ſhould'ſt have made her Mercy more. 


When Chhris to the Temple comes, 
Adoring Crowds before her fall ; 
She can reſtore the Dead from 'Tombs, 
And ev'ry Life but mine recall : 

only am by Love deſign'd 
To be the Victim for Mankind. 


Song CXXXVI. How hard is the Fate of 
all Womankind. 


OW hard is the Fate of all Womankind, 
For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd ; 
Our Parents controul us, until we are Wives, 
Our Huſbands enſlave us the reſt of our Lives. 


G 2 It 
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If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 

But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceal ; 

Deny'd &ry Freedom of Life to enjoy, 

We're blam'd if we're kind, and condemn'd if we're coy. 


Song CXXXVII. Believe my Sighs, my Tears, 
my Dear. 


Grant, a thouſand Oaths I ſwore, 
I none would love but you : 
ut not to change would wrong me more, 
Than breaking them can do. 
Yet you thereby a Truth will learn, 
Of much more Worth than I ; 
Which is, 'That Lovers, who do ſwear, 
Do alſo uſe to lye. 


Chhris does now poſſeſs that Heart 
Which to you did belong : 
But, tho? thereof ſhe brags a while, 
She ſhall not do ſo long. 
She thinks, by being fair and kind, 
To hinder my Remove, 
And ner ſo much as dreams that Change, 
Above both thoſe, I love. 


'Then grieve not any more, nor think 
My Change is a Diſgrace: 

For tho” it _ you of one Slave, 
It leaves another Place : 

Which your bright Eyes will ſoon ſubdue, 
With him does them firſt ſee: 

For if they could not conquer more, 
They ne'er had conquer'd me. 


Sons CXXXVIII. Young Bacchus, when 
merry, beſtriding, &c. 
Oung Bacchus, when merry, beſtriding his Te 
Proclaimed a neighbourly Feaſt ; 


firſt that appear'd was a Man of the Gown, 
A jolly parochial Priztt ; He 
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He fll'd up his Bowl, drank a Health to the Church, 
Preferring it to the King, 

Altho' he long ſince had left both in the Lurch, 
Yet he canted like any thing, 


The next was a talkative Blade (whom we call 
A Doctor of the civil Law) 
He guzzl'd and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the Drawer could draw ; 
But a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny'd, 
Tho' luſtily he could ſwill, 
Becauſe, ſtill the faſter the Quality dy'd, 
It brought the more Griſt to his Mill. 


The next a Phy ſician to Ladies and Lords, 
Who eaſes all Sickneſs and Pain, 

And conjures Diſtempers away with hard Words, 
Which he knows is the Head of his Gain; 

He ſtepp'd from his Coach, fill'd his Cup to the Brim, 
And quafiing did ſreely agree, 

That Bacchus, who gave us ſuch Cordial to drink, 
Was a better Phylician than he. 


The next was a Juſtice who never read Law, 
With twenty Informers behind, 
On Free- coſt he tippl'd, and till bid them draw, 4 
Till his Worſhip had drank himſelf blind; | 
Then reeling away, they rambl'd in queſt 4 
Of Drunkards and jilts of the Town, 
That they might be puniſh'd to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop him a Crown, 


The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By Tallymen chiefly employ'd, 
Who lengthen'd his Bill with co-by and mawdr ar, 
And a thouſand ſuch ems beiide ; 
The Healths that he drank were to miner II, 
Ard to all the grave Dons of the Gown ; 
Rependam in Petro, durendum in Paul, 
Such Latin ſure never was known. 


— 
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The laſt that appear'd was a Soldier in red, 
With his Hair doubPd under his Hat, 

Who was by his Trade a fine Gentleman made, 
Tho' as hungry and poor as a Rat; 

lle ſwore by his Ged, the he liv'd by his King, 
Or the Heip of ſome impudent Punk, 

That ke would not depart, till he made the But ſing, 
And himſelf moſt confounded}y drun::. 


Sox CXXXIX. A Country Life is fect! 


R E EF, from Confnement and Strife, 

Fil! p!ow thro' the Ocean of Strife, 

Jo ſeck new Delights, 

Where Beauty invites, | 
But neer be conſin'd to a Wife. 2 


The Man that is free, | | 
Like a Veſlel at Sea, 

After Conqueſt and Plunder may roam ; | 
But when either confin'd 
By Wite or by Wind, : 
Tho for Glory deſign'd, 
No Adv antage they find, 

But rot in the Harbour at Home. 


Som CXL. The Collier has a Daughter. 


IE Collier has a Daughter, 
And, oh ! ſhe's wond'rous bonny, 

A Laird he wos that ſought her, 

Baith rich in Land and Money. 
The Tutors watch'd the Motion 

Of this young honeſt Lover; 
Put Love is like the Ocean, 

V ho can its Depth diſcover ? 
Hie had the Art to pleaſe ye, 

And was by a' reſpected; 
His Airs fat round him eaſy, 

Gentee! 5 Lut unaftected Tac 
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The Collier's bonny Laſſie, 
Fair as the new-blown Lilly, 

Ay ſweet and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the Heart of Mi. 


He lov'd, beyond Expreſſion, 

The Charms that were about ber, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, 

His Life was dull without her. 
After mature Reſolving, 

Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her, 
In fatteſt Flames diſſolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her. 


My bonny Collier's Daughter, 
Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 
"Tis no your ſcanty Tocher. 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye : 
For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love ſays, 'tis my Duty 
To wear what Heav'n has lent me, 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 


So NG CXLI. My Time, O ye Muſes / 


OW ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Celadoan, flow, 

When calm and ſerene, no Paſſion we know 
The Morning, the Ev'ning its Pleaſure does bring, 
If we read, or wetalk, if we pipe, or we ſing: 
But when the Boy Cupid once twangeth his Bow, 
And pierceth our Hearts with his Arrows of Woe ; 
We loſe all Delight, and we forfeit all Eaſe, 
Nor Reading, nor Talking, nor Muſick can pleaſe, 


My Leiſure in fanciful Muſings I ſpent, 
And look'd, without Pain, on the Laſſes of Kent : 
No Virgin, with Feature, with Voice, or with Air, 
No Virgin was able my Heart to enſnare, 
Ah! why did I, fooliſh, abandon thote Plains, 
To join in the Revels of Leminoton Swains ! 
Where heedleſs young Chloe, unpractis'd in Arts, 
Entices to Love the moſt indolent Hearts. 
8 4 My 
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My — were my Charmers, my Thoughts my De 
light, 

In the Cool of the Morn, in the Stillneſs of Night: 

My Books and my Thoughts each other reliev'd, 

Ard the N Iinutes, ſoft gliding, were ſweetly deceiv'd. 

No Paſſion diſturb'd me, my Joys were my own: 

Dot now I'om ſo alter'd as never was known! 

\.iy Heart, from its Owner, is quite gone aſtray, 

And Che torments it by Night and by Day. 


My Friend ſtill was welcome, whenever he came, 

My Friend ſaw my Countenance always the ſame, 

O'er a Pot of Polca we grew merry and wiſe, 

And lauglid at the Torments fond Lovers devile : 

But wounded by CI lee, I live in the Spleen, 

My Friend, with Surprize, ſees a Change in my Mien; 
1 did him be gone, for his Wit, and his Jeſt, 

But make him the mere inſupportable Gueſt. 

tow crce cv'ry Object a Pleaſure did yield! 

If I wa!k'd in the Garden, or travers'd the Field, 

On beautiful Landſkips I feaſted my Sight, 

When the Nighingale ſung, I cou'd liſten all Night, 
Put now, as I rove thro' the Valley or Glade, 

he beautiful Landſkips before my Eye fade: 

In the Nightingale's Note no Muſick I find, 

For nothing but Chloe ſtill runs in my mind. 


If my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief, 

Wich my Flute, by a Brook, I cou'd ſolace my Grief, 
Or ſleep to the lullaby Noiſe of the Stream, 

And awake to new Life from a rapturous Dream. 

But now all Fndeavours in vain I apply, 

Since for Chee I languiſh, for Che I die; 

1o no purpoſe I try on my Flute ey'ry Strain, 

And the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmurs in vain, 


Beware, filly Shepherds, how Love you defy, 

Beware of the deſp'rate Glance of her Eye; 

In Freedom I triumph'd, and flouted the Swains, 

o fold themſelves Captive, and forg'd their own 
Chains: 


But 
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But fince I beheld her, alas I'm undone; 

Since firſt I ſaw Chloe, my Freedom is gone. 

I have forg'd my own Chains, and I conſtantly cry, 
Was ever poor Shepherd ſo wretched as I? 


How, Celadon, ſhall I my Paſſion reveal ? 

Or muſt I for ever my Torment conceal ? 

The Woe ſhe creates, has ſhe Pity to hear? 

Ah! no, ſhe is cruel as charming, I fear. 

Aſſiſt me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart, 

Or teach me to gain her ; oh! teach me the Art! 
Ye merciful Pow'rs, to you I complain, : 
Give Love to the Nymph, or give Eaſe to the Swain. 


Sor CXLII. When the bright God of Day, 


Maſters, give Ear, 

And a Story you'll hear, 

Of a hne Raree-Show and a Garter ; 
Ne'er was ſeen ſuch a Sight, 
Since Tom Thumb was a Knight, 

In the Days of our noble King Arthur. 


When King George was abroad, 
"Twas a Seaſon thought good, 
To ſhew us King Robin in Glory; 
With his Squires in a Row, 

And his Knights two by two, 
All as gallant as Sir John Dory. 


E'en Baronets here 
Humble Squires did appear, 

And Members were proud of the Station 3 
And who would not be ſtill 
For the Civil-Liſt Bill, 

To have a Place in a ſham Coronation ? 
They all walk'd, but their Prince 
Did with Riding diſpenſe, 

And with Bathing, a troubleſome Rite—a 3 
For he knew 'twas in vain, 
They cou'd ne'er be waſh'd clean, 

Any more than a Black a- moor White — 2. 
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In the Abby that Day, 
Men did all hings but pray, 
in 


There was Ale, e, _ Gin for the Rabble; 
Such Doings unclean 


In a Church ne'er were ſeen, 
Since the Days that Old Paul's was a Stable. 


In the Iſles, if you pleaſe, 
You your Bodies might eaſe 

By the Suff ring, at leaft, of your Betters. 
O Stanhope ! hadſt thou 
Been alive but till now, 


To have ſeen a Jakes made of St. Peter's. 


An odd Way they all took, 
Thro' a blind crooked Nook 
In the Church, for their Robes to be ſeen a; 
But then Scaffolds had they, 
To direct them the Way, 
Where they ſeldom or never had been—a. 


After this, they all took 
An odd Oath with a Book, 

In the Days of old Popery known—a; 
To be true all their Lives, 
To all Women, but Wives, 

To all Ladies, excepting their own—a. 


Which Oath, if they broke, 
Then their Sovereign's Cook 

Was to hack off the Spurs of each Don —2 
But *rwas much if he cou'd 
For his Eyes muſt be good, 

To diſcern that they had any on—a. 
Then this being done, 
To their Dinner they run, 

With Stomachs ſo ſharp, and fo keen—a ; 
Without Grace they fall to, 
As they uted to do 


Never mindirg their Chaplain, the Dean—a. 
To the cloſing of all, 
They at Night had a Ball, 


*, 


Where 
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Where their Damſels were dreſs'd to receive em: 
What farther was done, 
Will be better unknown ; 

For 'tis decent that here we ſhould leave em. 


Sono CXLIII. Happy's the Love which meets 
Return. 


Appy's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn ; 
ut Words are wanting to diſcover 

The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover : 

Ye Regiſters of Heav'n, relate 

(If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate) 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot, the Flow'r of Tarrow. 


Ah no! her Form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare, 
While Mortals, with Deſpair, explore her, 
And, at a Diſtance due, adore her. 

O lovely Maid ! my Doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a Smile : 

Alas ! if not, you'll ſoon debar—a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh'd, ye Fears, I'll not deſpair ; 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 

Then I'll go tell her all my Anguiſh, 
She's too good to let me languiſh. 
With Succeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky ; 
When Mary Scot becomes my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow. 


Sons CXLIV. My Chl, why d'ye flight me. 


Y Chloe, why d'ye ſlight me, 
Since all you aſk you have? 
No more with Frowns affright me, 
Nor ule me like a Slave. Good 
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Good: nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful Lover; 
I'll be no more a Rover, 

But conſtant to my Grave. 


Cculd we but change Condition, 

My Griefs would all be flown ; 
Poor I, the kind Phyſician, 

And you the Patient grown. 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well-ſhap'd, and alſo witty ; 
Enforc'd' by gen'rous Pity, 

Then make my Caſe your own. 


The Pow'rs who kindly gave us, 
And form'd our Shape and Mind, 
Too ſurely would enflave us, 
Were they like you inclin'd : 
Then Goodneſs be your Duty, 
Or I muſt bid adieu t'ye ; 
Let them, with all your Beauty, 
Be merciful and kind. 


The Silver Swan, when dying, 
Has moit melodious Lays, 
Like him, when Life is flying, 
In Songs I'll end my Days: 
But know, thou cruel Creature, 
My Soul ſhall mount the fleeter, 
And I ſhall firg the ſweeter, 
By warbling forth your Praiſe. 


Song CXLV. As the Delian God. 


S the Delian God 
Jo fam'd Helicon, 
From Heav'n's High Court, deſcended down, 
There the tuneful Muſes playing he found 
A Sonata divinely rare ; 
When Thalia touch'd the charming Flute, 
Erato ſtruck the warbling Late, 
And Clia's Treble joining to't, 
Made the Harmony beyond compare. 


Then 


. 
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Then Euterpe's full Baſs 
The ſweet Concert did raiſe, 
And with Pleaſure Senſe alarm'd ; 
Ev'ry Note was enjoy'd, 
Ev'ry Hand was employ'd ; 
With Sounds of Joy the flow'ry Vallies rung; 
Apollo gaz d, and filent was his Tongue; 
But, — his dear Calliope ſung, 
Ah! then the God was c d. 


So w CXLVI. I love thee, by Heavens, 


TI cannot ſay more. 


Love thee, by Heavens, I cannot ſay more; 
Then ſet not my Paſſion a cooling; 
thou yield'ſt not at once, I muſt e&'en give thee o'er, 
For I'm but a Novice at Fooling. 


What my Love wants, in Words, it ſhall make up in 
Deeds ; | 
Then why ſhould we waſte Time in Snuff, Child? 
A Performance, you wot well, a Promiſe exceeds, 
And a Word to the Wiſe is enough, Child. 


J know how to love, and to make that Love known, 
But I hate all proteſting and arguing ; 

Had a Goddeſs my Heart, ſhe ſhou'd cen lie alone, 
If ſhe made many Words to a Bargain. 


I'm a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been ſaying ; 
Prithee, be thou ſo too ; ſeek for no better Term. 

But &'en throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 


I cannot bear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 
The Age of a Patriarch depending ; 

Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be mute, 
Give it, one way or other, an Ending. 


Long Courtſhip's the Vice of a phlegmatick Fool, 
Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners, 
Where the Stomachs are loſt, and the Victuals raw cool, 


Before Men fit down to their Dinners, S0 
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Sono CXLVII. 


HE Lawland Maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they*re ſour, and unco ſaucy, 
Sae proud, they ne'er can be kind, 
Like my good-humour'd Highland Laſſie. 
O my bony, bony Highland Laſſie, 
My twely, ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
never Care make thee leſs fair, 


But Blom of Youth fill ble; my Laffie. 


Than ony Laſs on Borrowſtown, 

Who make their Cheeks with Patches motie, 
I'd tak my Katie, but a Gown, 

Barefooted, in her little Cotie. 
O my bony, &c. 


Beneath the Brier or Brecken Buſh, 
Whene'er I kiſs and court my Dautie, 
Happy and blythe as ane wad with, 
My flighteren Heart gangs pittie pattie. 
O my bony, &C. 


O'er higheſt heathery Hill I'll ſtenn, 
With cockit Gun, and Ratches tenty, 
To drive the Deer out of their Den, 
To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. 
O my bony, &C. 


There's nane ſhall dare, by Deed or Word, 
'Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, 
While I can wield my truſty Sword, 
Or frae my Side whiſk out a Whinger. 


O my bony, &C. 


The Mountains clad with purple Bloom, 
And Bernes ripe invite my Treaſure, 
To range with me ; let great Folk gloom, 
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Highland Laddie. 


While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleaſure. 


O my 


Sh 
Sh 
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O my bony, bony Highland Laſſtie, 

My lovely, ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
May never Care make thee leſs fair, 

But Blom of Youth flill bleſs my Laſſe. 


Song CXLVIII. Can then a Look create 
a Thought. 


FA AN then a Look create a Thought, 
Which Time can ne'er remove? 
Yes, fooliſh Heart, again thou'rt caught, 
Again thou bleed'ſt for Love. 


She ſees the Conqueſt of her Eyes, 
Nor heals the Wound ſhe gave; 

She ſmiles, whene'er his Bluſhes riſe ; 
And, ſighing, ſhuns her Slave. 

Then, Swain, be bold, and ftill adore her, 
Still her flying Charms purſue ; 

Love and Intereſt both implore her, 
Pleading Night and Day for you. 


Song CXLIX. With tuneful Pipe and merry 
Glee. ; 


WI Jemmy firſt began to love, 
He was the bonnieſt Swain 

That ever Floc!: on Mountain drove, 
Or danc'd upon the Plain: 

Then Was that I, wae's me, poor Heart! 
M: Freedom threw away, 

And, finding Sweets in ev'ry Smart, 


T could not ſay him Nay. 

A ever. when be ſpoke of Love, 
Ele won is Fyes decline; 

His ©. + Sigh al I arts did move, 


. 
i 
Gudc :aitu, and why not mine: 
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He'd preſs my Hand, and kiſs it oft, 
His Silence ſpoke his Flame ; 


And while he treated me thus ſoft, 


I wiſh'd him more to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my Flocks with him, 
My Femmy would invite me, 

Where he the gayeſt Songs would ſing, 
To flatter and delight me: 

When 7emmy thus his Charms diſplay'd, 
They were enough, I trow, 

To conquer any Princely Maid, 
As they did me, I yow. 


But now I muſt for Temmy mourn, 
Who to the Wars will go; 

His Sheep-hook to a Sword muſt turn; 
Alas ! what ſhall I do? 

His Bag-pipe into warlike Sounds 
Converted ſoon will be ; 

Inſtead of Garlands, fearful Wounds ; 
What then becomes of me ? 


Sox CL. Heres a Whim-whain new come 
over. 


Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 

Alone I lie, 

Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy Creature is Po!!; / 
Was &er ſuch a Wretch as I! 
With Rage I redden like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant Varlet, 

Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loſt in the Arms 
Of that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loſt in the Arms 
Of that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot, 
1 his, this my Reſentment alarms. 


Sons 


Sc 


8 
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Sono CLI. O the charming Month of May, 


Ilent Night yields no Repoſe, 
Silent Night my Anguiſh knows ; 
And the gay Morning, 
Now returning, 
Only lights me to new Woes, 
Only lights me to new Woes. 
Silent Night yields no Repoſe, 
Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 


Long muſt I this Torture bear, 
Long muſt I love and deſpair. 
What Life denies us, 
Death ſupplies us. 
Friendly Death, come end my Care, 
Friendly Death, come end my Care, 
Long muſt I this Torture bear, 
Long muſt I, Oc. 


Song CLII. Ob ! what Pain it is to part. 


H ! what Pain it is to ſee; © 
Can I bear it, can I bear it? 
Oh! what Pain it is to ſee; 
Can Fleſh and Blood &er bear it ? 
When Cælia does to me deny 
A Kiſs, which would give Extacy, 
A Dog my happy Rival be, 
Can Fleſh and Blood &er bear it ? 


Hopes in Complaiſance I 2 
They deceive me, they deceive me, 

Hopes in Complaiſance I plac'd ; 
But all thoſe Hopes deceive me. 

I bow, I cringe, but ſpite, alas! 

Of courtly Airs, and artful Face, 

Tray fawns with ſuch ſuperior Grace, 
That all thoſe Hopes deceive me. 


When I Skill in Muſick ſhow, 
"Twill not pleaſe her, twill not pleaſe her, 
When I Skill in Muſick ſhow, 
Vet ſtill it will not pleaſe her. 
My Tune, tho' ſoft, my Voice, tho' low, 
" Vis vain, my chiefeſt Notes muſt bow 
o ſweet inchanting Porw-avorv-ruonw, 
That Air alone will pleaſe her. 


Grant, I cry'd, to cure my Woe, 

— Balmy Kiſſes, balmy Kitles, 

Grant, I cry'd, to cure my Woe, 
Some precious balmy Kiſſes. 

In vain my Sighs to move her roſe, 

From me ſhe flew, and cruel choſe 

J apply her Lips to warm Tray's Noſe, 
And laviſh there her Kiſſes. 


Yet my Heart is fix'd to try, 
If ſhe'll love me, if ſhell love me, 
Yet my Heart is fix'd to try, 
If ſhe at length will love me: 
Fer if thus kind, thus tender ſhe 
Can to ſo mean a Creature be, 
How vaſtly, vaſtly more to me, 
If once ſhe'd change and love me. 


Song CLIII. Come, let us prepare. 


Roger. Ome, Love, let us join, 
| Come, prithee be mine, 
My only, my dear pretty Creature; 
More my Cicely I prize, 
Than I do both my Eyes, 
And than Honey to me ſhe is ſweeter. 


Cicely. You think to perſuade 
A poor 1 Maid, 

Unſkill'd in the Bus'neſs of Wooing ; 
If you hold on your [eft, 
Pl be gone, I proteſt, 

For fear it ſhould prove my Undoing. 
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Reg. I'm in ſuch a Fever, 
The like it was never; 

So dreadfully ſore is my Smart, 
That Cupid, I weet, 
Were you but to ſee't, 

Has bor'd a great Hole in my Heart. 


Cic. Yes, yes, the plain Cale is, 
You know all your Paces, 
Whene'er you would compais your Pleaſure ; 
And if filly Wenches 
Believe your Pretenccs. 
They're leit to repent at their Leiſure. 


Rog. In Pity forbear, 
To inſult me, my Dear, 

O ſpare, while fo ſorely I languith ! 
What Room, dear Unkind, 
For Deceit can you find f 

In a Breaſt that is brim-full of Anguiſh ? | 


Cic. Nay, nay, Roger, now s 
You wrong me, I vow, : 
I would not be reckon'd hard-hearted : 
But alas! I have known, 
: For believing too foon, 
Poor Maids that have wofully ſmarted. 


Rog. Pray do not ſuppoſe 
That I'm one of thoſe 
Who can leave their Sweet-hearts in the Lurch : 
I mean, in good Sooth, 
To plight you my Troth, 
When the Banns have been aſk'd in the Church. 


C:ic. But then ſhould you ſoon, 
With the firſt Honey-moon, 
Should you forfeit the Troth you have plightcd, 
Should you cool to your Spouſe, | 
Laugh at all your paſt Vows, | 
And Ciceh, poor Cicely be lighted ! ; 


_ —_— = 
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Rog. Come, Sweet, be not ſhy, 
On your true Love rely, 
Come, with hearty good Will let's agree; 
You may quit ev'ry Fear, 
When, without you, I ſwear 
All the World would be nothing to me. 


Cic. Well, I can't but approve 
Of fo honeſt a Love, 

Nor dread to be ſuch a one's Wife. 

Reg. And a Love, my dear Crs, 
That's as honeſt as this, 

Is as long and as laſting as Life. 


SoN G CLIV. Lillibulero. 


HE Doctor is feed for a dang'rous Draught, 
Which cures half a dozen, and kills half a ſcore, 
Of all the beſt Drugs the Diſpenſaries taught, 
Twere well could each cure one Diſeaſe and no more: 
But here's the Juice 
Of ſov'reign Uſe, 
Twill cure your Diſtempers, whatever they be, 
In Body or Spirit, 
Wherever you bear it; 
Take of this a large Doſe, and it ſoon ſets you free. 


By cunning Directors, if trick'd of your Pelf, 

Your Loſſes a Doſe of good Claret can heal ; 

Or if you have been a Bireftor yourſelf, 

Twill teach you no Loſs of your Honour to feel, 
Stocks fall or riſe, 
Tell Truth or Lies, 

Your Fame and your Fortune here Remedy fird ; 
If Shia be cruel, 
Take this Water-Gruel, 

"Twill ſoon cure the Fever that burns up your Mind. 


Cong 
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Sox CLV. Awake thou faireſt Thing 


in Nature 


He. A Wake, thou faireſt thing in Nature, 
How can you ſleep when Day does break ? 
How can you ſleep, my charming Creature, 
When all the World you keep awake? 


She. What Swain is this that lings ſo early 
Under my Window, by the Dawn ? 

He. "Tis one, my Dear, that loves you dearly ; 
Therefore in Pity eaſe my Pain. 


| She. Softly or elſe you'll wake my Mother, 


No Tales of Love ſhe lets me hear; 
Go, tell your Paſſion to ſome other, 
Or whiſper ſoftly in my Ear. 


He. How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob you of your beauteous Charms ? 
*Tis time you were wean'd from your Mother, 
Yeu're fitter for young Lover's Arms, 


Son CLVI. There was a jovial Beggar. 


HE duſky Night rides down the Sky, 
And uthers in the Morn, 
The Hounds all join in glorious Cry, 
The Huntſman winds his Horn. 
And a hunting wwe «Will go. 
The Wife around her Huſband throws 
Her Arms and begs his Stay ; 
My Dear, it rains, and hails, and ſnows, 
You will not hunt to-day. 
But a hunting, &c. 


A bruſhing Fox in yonder Wood 
Secure, to find we ſeek ; 

For why, I carry'd ſound and good 
A Cartload there laſt Week. 

And a hunting, &C. 


Away 


—— 
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Away he goes, he fiies the Rout, 
Their Steeds all {pur and {witch ; 

Some are thrown in, and iome thrown out, 
And ſome thrown im the Ditch. 

But a hunting, &C. 


At length his Strergth to Faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaics Flight; 8 
Then hungry homeward we return ws 

To feaſt away the Night. And 
Then a drinking we will go, &c. 


Lov 


Sons CLVII. Black Feak. 


HE more we ſee of human Kind, 

The more Deceits and Tricks we find, 
n every Land as well as Spain: 

For would we ever hope to thrive, 

5 Upon the Mountains we muſt live; 

| For nought but Rogues in Vales remain. 

| The Miter and the Man will trick, 

The Miſtreſs and the Maid will nick; 

For Rich and Poor 

| Are Rogue and Whore, 

There's not one honeſt Man in a Score, 

| Nor Woman true in Twenty-four. 


Song CLVIII. Chloe proves falſe, &c. 


| 
| Hhe proves falſe, but till ſhe is charming, 
| Nature like Beauty her Temper has made ; 
| Subject to change, 
8 O'er each Heart ſhe will range ; 
| Always alarming, 
Ever diſarming, 
Never diſmay'd. 
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Baniſh my Senſes, or let her not ſlight me; 
Love ne'er was made to inherit Diſdain ; 
Love 1s a Bubble, 
That gives Mankind Trouble; 
Reflecting Extaſy 
Drops with the Simile 
Airy and vain. | 


Sure Venus gave her that Face to deceive me, | 
And gave the Boy but one Arrow to fly : 
Haſte to thy Mother 
And beg for another ; 
Chloe, the Mark muſt be. 
Make her to pity me, 
E're that I die. 


Sono CLIX. Cold and raw, 


Virgin once was walking along 
A In the ſweet Month of Jug, 
| 


ooming, beautiful, and young, 
She met with a Swain unruly ; 

Within his Arms the Nymph he caught, 
And ſwore he lov'd her truly ; 

The Maid remember'd, the Man forgot 
What pai.'d in the Month of Ju. 


Sox CX. There lid long ago in a Conn- 
Iry Place. 


O more think me falſe, for the Flame never dies, 
Which Sy/via has raid by ſuch powerſul Eyes; 

Ah! view but thyelf, thence meaſure my Love, 

And think what a Paſſion ſuch Beauty muſt move. 

| Tho' firſt it was Beauty which raviſhed my Sight, 

Yet now I regard it as only the Light, 

Which kindly betray'd the Charms ef my Mind, 

| Where Senſe and good Nature ſo ſtrongly are join'd. 

Then think me not falſe, for the Knot will cer laſt, 

Which my Fancy has ty'd, and my Reaſon made faſt; 

| | $0 
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So faſt, that tho* Time thy Eyes may diſarm, 
Yet no Time ſhall my Faith or my Love ever harm, 


The Paſhon I have can never leſs, 

Not tho' thy fair ſelf ſhould that Paſſion oppreſs; 
For while I thy Face or thy Mind have in view, 
Still, till I mult love, and in loving be true. 


Sono CLXI. Tiveed-Side. 


H! think not the Maid whom you ſcorn 
With Riches delighted can be; 
Had I a great Princeſs been born, 
My Billy had dear been to me: | 
In Grandeur and Wealth we find Woe, | 
In Love there is nothing but Charms, 
On others your Treaſures beſtow, 
Give Billy alone to theſe Arms. 


In Title and Wealth what is loſt, 
In Tenderneſs oft is repaid ; 
Too much a great Fortune may coſt, 


Well purchas'd may be the poor Maid ; 1 
Let Gold's empty Show cheat the Great. 

We more real Pleaſure will prove, ; 
While they in their Palaces hate, : 


We in our poor Cottage will love. 


SoN G CLXII. Why will Florella, &c. | 


Rom native Stalk the Provence Roſe, | 

I pluck'd with green Attire ; 1 
ut oh ! upon its Graces hung 
A Flatus to Defire. 


A vile, deſtroying, prey ing Worm, 
Who ſhelter'd in the Leaf, | 

Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joy, ' 
And prov'd the lucky Thief. 


So beauteous Nymphs too oft are found 
The vileſt Men to truſt, | 1 

W hile conſtant Lovers plead in vain, | —_ 
And die for being juſt. | 


8 
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Sox CLXIII. A Tory, a Mig, and a no- 
derate Man. 


Tory; a Whig, and a moderate Man, 
O'er a Tub of ſtrong Ale 
Met, in Aletwy Vale, 
Where there liv'd a plump Lais they call'd Zuxon an, 
The Tory a Lendcucr, proud and high, 
The Whig was a Tradeſman plaguy ly, 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry: 
And thus they their Suit began ; 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to put in our Claim, 
Reſolv'd upon Wedlock's pleaſing Game; 
Here's Jacob the Big, 
And William the Whig, 
And Roger the Grig, 
Jolly Lads as &'er were buckb'd in Girdle faſt ; 
Say which you will chuſe, 
To tye with a Nooſe; | 
For a Wife we mutt carry, what e'er comes ct ; 
Then think upon't, 
Yeu'll ne'er be ſorry when you have don't, 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo blunt; 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt. 


The Laſs, who was not of the Motion ſhy, 

ike ripe Years of her Life 
Being twenty and five, 

To the Words of her Lover firaight made Reply ; 
[ find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know too you like my Copy-hold ; 
And fince Fortune favours the Brifk and the Bold, 

Ore of ye I mean to try. 
Put I am not for you, nor £ is Cauſe, 
Nor you with your He's Hums and Hawes ; 
Not 7 coo the Big, s 
Nor Villiam the Whig, 
Eut Reger the Grig, 


With kis Mirth ard Mitdnefs, b*pp! ily pleaie me CN 3 
You. II. 11 


Tis 
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'Tis him I will chooſe 
For the conjugal Noofe, 
So that you, the Church Bully, may rave and rant, 
And you may cant, 
Till both are impeach'd in Parliament, 
»Jis Union and Peace that the Nation does want; 
So I'm for the mod'rate Man. 


SoN G CLXIV. Tobacco's but an ITadian 
Weed. 


bacco's but an Indian Weed, 

Grows green at Morn, cut down at Eve; 
It ſhews our Decay, we are but Clay. 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 


The Pipe that is ſo Lilly-white, 

Wherein ſo many take delight, 
Is broke with a Touch, Man's Life is ſuch. 
Think of this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 


The Pipe, that is ſo foul within, 

Shews how Man's Soul is ſtain'd with Sin, 
It does require to be purg'd with Fire. 
Think of this when you take Tobacco. 


The Aſhes, that are left behind, 

Do ſerve to put us all in mind, 
That into Duſt we muſt return. 
Think of this when you take Tobacco. 


The Smoak, that does ſo high aſcend, 
Shews that Man's Life muſt have an End ; 
The Vapour's gone, Man's life is done. 
Think of this when you take Tobacco. 


Song CLXV. Bſwzabella. 


Loxwzabella, my bouncing Doxy, 
Come let u tradge it to Kirkhan Fair, 
h 


ere's ſtout L:quor enough to fox ye, 


And young Cullies to buy tay Ware. 


She. 


OT 0 Oe IE — Mt. "2 
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She. Mind your Matters, ye Sot, without meddling 
How I manage the Sale of my Toys; 
Get by Piping, as I do by Pedling. 


You necd nc'er want me for Supplies. 


He. God-a-mercy, my Sweeting, I find thou think'f 
fittin 
To hint 4 this Twitting, I owe thee a Crown. 
Tho” for that I've been itraying, a greater Debe's 
paying, 
Your Rate of delaying will never compound, 
He. Lil come home when my Pouch is full, 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears. 
She. You'll forget it, your Pate's ſo dull, 
As by drowzy Neglect appears. 


He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, 
If I fail to remember my Blowze. 

She. May my Buttocks be ev'ry one's Drum, 
If I think thou wilt pay me a Souſe. 

He. Squeakham, Squealclam, B:g-pipe will make em, 
Whiſking, Friſking, Money brings in. 

She. Smoaking, Toping, Landady groping, 
Whores and Scores, wall {pend it ag un. 

He. By the beſt, as I gueſs, in the Town, 
I ſwear thou ſhalt have ev'ry Groat. 

She. By the worſt that a Woman &er found. 
If I have it, "twill ſignify nought. 

He. If good Nature works no better, 
Bhxezabella, I'd have you to know. 

Though you fancy my Stock is ſo low, 
I've more Rhino than always I ſhow, 
For FO good Reaſons of State that I know, 


She. Since your Cheating I always knew, 
For my Was I got ſomething too, 
I've more Senſe than to tell to you. 

He. Singly then let's employ our Wit, 
. vie my Pipes as my Gain does hit. 

She. And if I a new Chapman get, 

Vow! be eaſy too. 
He. Eaſy as aiy wern-cut Shoe. 


H 2 CHO- 
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CHORUS. 


Free and Frolick we'll couple pratis, 
Thus we'll ſhow all the human Race, 

That the beſt of the Marriage State is 
Blowzabella's and Colin's C/. 


Song CLXVI. The Man, that is drunk, is 
void, &c. 


HE Man, that is drunk, is void of all Care ; 
He needs neither Parthian Quiver, nor Spear: 
The Mzor's poiſon'd Dart he ſcorns for to wield, 
His Bottle alone 15 his Weapon and Shield. 


Undaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, and breaks open Doors; 
He revels all Night, is afraid of no Evil, 
And boldly defies both Proctor and Devil. 


As late I rode out with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumber'd neither with Care, nor with Coin, 
I boldly confronted a horrible Dun, 

Affrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run. 


No Monſter cou'd put you to half ſo much Fear, 
Should he in Apulia's Foreit appear ; 

In Africk's Deſart there never was ſeen 

A Monſter ſo hated by Gods and by Men. 


Come place me, ye Deitics, under the Line, 

Where grows not a Tree, nor a Plant, but the Vine; 
C'er hot- burning Sands Vil ſwelter and ſweat, 
Bare-footed, with nothing to keep of the Heat. 


Or place me where Sun-ſhine is nc'er @ be found, 
Where the Earth is with Winter eternally bound; 
Ev'n there I wow'd nought but my Bottle require, 
My Bottle ſhou'd warm me, and fill me with Pire? 


My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules, 
Who minds em baut damn'd philoſophical Fools? 
For when I'm old, and can no more drink, 
ie Time ch tack for to fit down and think. 

"I 'was 


v5 
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"Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 


For he thought Ari/totle an Aſs for his Pain; 
His Sorrows he us'd in full Bumpers to drown, 
And when he was drunk, then the World was his own, 


This World is a Tavern with Liquor well ftor'd, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a Lord ; 

My Life is the Reck'ning, which freely I pay, 
And when I'm dead-drunk, then I'll ſtagger awav, 


Song CLXVII. Says Roger 1% N71. 


Ays Roger to Will, both our Teams ſhall he Fall, 
No Hay ſhall be carry'd to make the Mow ; 
For what e'er betide, we muſt fee the new Bride, 
And the Lacs and the Laſſes, and all the Show; 
Such fine Folk never were ſeen, 
For all the Country comes in: 
To-day let's leave then our Hoy-gee-hoa. 


There's Flaxen, and Brown, and Slim and full grown, 
There's Tall for your Liking, and others Low ; 
\ There's ſome that can ſkip, and there's others can trip, 
There's grey Eyes, and Hazel, and black as a Slce, 
There's Looks fo pleaſing and kind, 
They're ſure all, all of one Mind: 
Z.coks ! think no more then of Hoy-gee-hoa. 


There's Widow: and Maids, with their high-cocking- 
Heads, 


Tho' ſome are unſkilfal, yet others know ; 


;4 There's Batchelors briſs, who can caper and friſk, 


And the Art of fine footing can nimbly ſhow : 
\ hen Blood warms, Matches are made, 
Ihus on on gces Love's jolly Trade: 
Then who'd be ſweating at Hey -gce hoa 7 


Sox CLXVIII. Phillis, the levels, Sc, 


Hill;s, the lovely, the charming, and far, 
Pity your Steben, that loves to Deſpair, 


H 3 Pity, 
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Pity, dear Nymph, a poor languiſhing Swain, 
And doom not the Hopes of a Lover in vain, 


Catid, direct her, and make her inclin'd, 
ell ber, her Strephon will ever be kind, 
Tell her, he languithes, tell her, he dies, 
And waits the Phyſician that dwells in her Eyes, 


Crowns ore but Trifles to Pfillis's Charms, 
Crtif7, co.cey her ſecure to my Arms: 

then may bleſs'd Strephon for ever remain 
ite fill in a Cottage, a happy young Swain. 


Sox G CLXIX. Ob Love! if a God thou 
wilt be. 
She. H Love ! if a God thou wilt be, 
Do Juſtice in favour of me, 
For vonder approaching I ſee 
A Man with a Beard, 
Who, as I bare heard, 
Has often undone 
Poor Maids that have none, 
Wita fighing and toying, 
And crying and lying, 
ard ſach Lind of Toolery. 


11. Fir Maid, by your Leave, 
iviy Heart does receive 
trage Pieaſure to meet you kere 

ray tremble not fo, 

Nor offer to go, 
do you no Harm I ſwear, 
i do you no Harm I ſwear, 


e. My Mother is ſpinning at home, 
My Father works hard at his Loom, 

And we here a milking are come ; 

Their Dinner they want, 

Pray, Gentleman, don't 

Make more ado on't, 

Nor give us Affront; 

We're 
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We're none of the T'own 
Will lie down for a Crown ; 
Then away, Sir, and give us Room 


He. By Phæbus, by Fowe, 
By Honour, by Love, 
Vil do ye, dear Sweet, no Harm ; 
Y're as freſh as a Roic, 
| want one of thoſe; 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm ! 
h! kew ſuch a Wife would charm ! 


o4e. And can you then like the old Rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt, and dull, 
And marry and look like a Fool ; 
For I muit be plain, 
All Tricks are in vain, 
There's nothing can gain 
The Thing you'd obtain, 
Put moving and proving, 
By wedding, true loving; 


My Leſſon J learn'd at School. 


He. T'll do't by this Hand, 
I've Houſes, I've Land, 
Eſtates too, in good F rechold ; 
My Dear, let us join, 

It all ſhall be thine, 
Beſides a good Purſe of Gold. 


She. You make me to bluſh, now I vow, 
Oh Lord! ſhall I too baulk my Cow? 
But ſince the late Oath you have ſwore, 
Your Soul ſhall not be 
In Danger for me, 
Pll rather agree, 
Of two to make three. 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be faid, 
And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 


„ 4 


SONG 
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Sox CLXX. Do no! asd me, charmin? 
Phillis. 


Orbid me not to enquire, 
Why you meet me here alone? 
Can Damm have Deſire 
That he's afraid to own, 
That he's, Ec. 


If not to behold the Beauty f 


O! the Flow'rs that crown the Spring, 
Proceed, and do your Duty, 

But do nct name the Thing, 

But do not, Sc. 


As the Sun diſplays the Roſes, 
When the Beams play gently in, 

Your P#1//:5 ne'er oppoſes, 

Nor thinks true Love a Sin, 
Nor thinks, c. 


Then fear not my denying, | 


Why ſhould'ſt thou fearful be? 

Prevent more Torments flying, 
And thou ſhalt happy be, 
And thou, c. 


On this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 
Say no more of what you'd do, 
I be your loving Phillis, 
And be belov'd by you, 
And be, Se. | 
Then why ſhould I conceal it, 
Since my Eyes with yours do own, 
Yet let us not reveal it, 
But in Pleaſures all alone, 
But in, c. 


Sox CLXXI. A Beggar, a Beggar, &c, 


Beggar, a Beggar, a Beggar I'll be, 
There's none leads a Life more jocund than he; 


— I. 


i 
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A Beggar I was, and a Beggar I am, 

A Beggar I'll be, from a Beggar I came; 

IF as it begins our Trading do fall, 

We, in the Concluſion, ſhall Beggars be all. 
Tradeſmen are unfortunate in their Affairs, 

And few Men are thriving but Courtiers and Play re. 


A Craver my Father, a Maunder my Mother, 

A Filer my Siſter, a Filcher my Brother, 

A Canter my Uncle, that car'd not for Pelf, 

A Lifter my Aunt, and a Beggar myſelf ; 

In white wheaten Straw, when their Bellies were full, 
Then was I got between a Tinker and a Trull. 
And therefore a Beggar, a Beggar I'll be, 

For there's none leads a Life more jocund than he, 


When Boys do come to us, and their Intent 1s 

To follow our Calling, we ne'er bind em Prentice; 
Soon as they come to't, we teach them to do't, 
Ard give them a Staff and a Wallet to boot ; 

We teach them their Lingua, to crave and to cant, 
The Devil is in them if then they can want. 

And he or ſhe, that a Beggar will be, 

Without any Indentures they ſhall be made free, 


We beg for our Bread, yet ſometimes it happens 
We feaſt it with Pig, Pullet, Coney, and Capons ; 

For Churches Affairs, we are no Men-ſlayers, 

We have no Religion, yet live by our Prayers; 

But if when we beg, Men will not draw their Purſes, 
We charge, and give Fire, with a Volley of Curſes ; 
The Devil confound your good Worſhip, we cry, 
And ſuch a bold brazen-fac'd Beggar am I. 


We do Things in Seaſon, and have ſo much Reafon, 
We raiſe no Rebellion, nor never talk 'Treafon ; 
We bill all our Mates at very low Rates, 
Whilſt ſome keep their Quarters as high as the Gates; 
With Shinkin ap Morgan, with Blue-cap or Teague, 
We into no Covenant enter, nor League. 
And therefore a bonny bold Beggar I'll be, 
For none lives a Life more merry than he. 
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For ſuch pretty Pledges, as Shirts from the Hedges, 
We are not in fear to be drawn upon Sledges, 
But ſometimes the Whip doth make us to ſkip, 
And then we from Tything to Tything do trip ; 
For when in a poor Bouzing-Kan we do bib it, 
We ſtand more in dread of the Stocks than the Gibbet. 
And therefore a merry mad Beggar I'll be, 


For when it is Night, in the Barn tumbles ke. 


We throw down no Altar, nor never do falter, 
So much as to change a Gold-chain for a Halter ; 
Tho' ſome Men do four us, and others do doubt us, 
We commonly bear forty Pieces about us ; 

But many good Fellows are fine, and look fiercer, 
And owe for their Cloaths to the Taylor and Mercer : 
And if from the Stocks I can keep out my Feet, 

I fear not the Compter, King's Bench, nor the Fleet. 


Sometimes I do frame myſelf to be lame, 

And when a Coach comes, I hop to my Game; 
We ſeldom miſcarry, or never do marry, 

By the Gown, Common-Prayer, or Cloak-DireQory ; 
But Simon and Suſan, like Birds of a Feather, 

They kiſs, and they laugh, and fo lie down together 
Like Pigs in the Pea-ſtraw, intangled they lie, 

Till there they beget ſuch a bold Rogue as I. 


Song CLXXII. Colin's Complaint, 


AD Phihcles ſigh'd to the Wind, 
The Wind it lamented his Moan, 
Whilſt Echo ſtood pining behind, 
And gave him back every Groan. 
Ye Winds! have the Grace to be mov'd, 
| Complaining, the fond Shepherd faid ; 
The hard-hearted Nymph is reprov'd, 
By the gentle Returns ye have made. 


To Echo himſelf he addreſs'd, 

Compaſſion, ſays he, thou hait ſhown, 
Which proves, that the Pains of thy Breaſt 
Are almoſt as great as my own. 


Twill 
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'Twill yield. me ſome little Relief, 
With you a Companion to ſtray, 
The Night ſhall be ſpent in my Grief, 
In Tales of your Sorrow the Day. 


The languiſhing Theme of your Woe, 
The Shepherd Narciſſus ſhall be; 
For Phillis I'll mourn where I go, 
Till grown a mere Shadow like thee, 
Come, pitying Maid, let's retire, 
To whiſper our Plaints in a Cave: 
The pitiful Nymph ſaid, Retire, 
Such Places are likeſt the Grave. 


At laſt, on the Side of a Hill, 
A damp duſky Cavern they found ; 
There Philocles ſigh'd to his Fill, 
And Echo repeated the Sound; 

But yet the ſad Nymph had an Art, 
Whereby ſhe would flatter his Pains ; 
Tho' ſpeaking the Thoughts of her Heart, 
dhe ſeem'd but repeating the Swain's. 


He ſeated himſelf on the Ground, 
His Hand it ſupported his Head; 
Deſpairing, he ſhew'd ev'ry Wound, 
The changing falſe Ph://is had made; 
If once on his Rival le thought, 
Ye Gods! in a Rage he would cry, 
Oh blaſt all the Charms ſhe has got, 
For whom I thus languiſhing dice! 


Narciſſus was ſtill Echo's Thought, 
Ye Gods ! the ſad Nymph would reply, 
Oh ! blaſt all the Charms he has got, ' 
For whom I thus languiſhing dic. | 
Thus Philocles dy'd in Deſpair, 
While Echo augmented his Pain; 
When he dy'd, the ſad Nymph did repair 
Jo another ſad deſp'rate Swain. 
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SoN G CLXXIII. Of all the Girls that ar? 
fo ſmart. 


F all the Lads in London Town, 
There's none I love like Johnny, 
He walks fo ſtately on the Ground, 
J like him for my Honey; 
And none but him I &er will wed, 
So long's my Name is Sally. 
Lill will dreſs me in my beſt, 
In fpite of all our Alley. 


There's Nan and Sue, thoſe wicked Jades, 
Who live in our Alley, 
They laugh, and flout, and loud they cry, 
Look there goes ragged Sally ; 
But let them know, tho' they ſay fo, 
That I have Store of Money, 
And can an hundred Pounds beſtow 
Gu John, my deareſt Honey. 


"Tis true, my Father deals in Nets, 
My Mother in long Laces; 
But what of that, if [Fohnny's pleas'd, 
"Twon't hinder our Embraces ; 
For 7ohnny he does often ſwear, 
He dearly loves his Sah; 
And for the Neighbours, I don't care, 
We will live in our Alley. 


There is one Day in every Week 
That Johnny does come to me, 
And then I own I am well pleas'd, 
When he does kiſs and woo me: 
'Then in the Fields we walk and talk, 
He calls me deareſt Sally. 
1 love bin, and Tl have him too, 
Ja fpite of all cur Alley. 


IIis 
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His Cheeks are of a crimſon Red, 
Black Eye-brows he does carry, 
His Temper is ſo ſweet and. good, 
For Johnny I will tarry. 
Tho' all the Neighbours ſpite us ſore, 
"Cauſe Johnny loves his Sally; | 
But I hwe Johnny fill the more, 
And à Fig for all the Alley. 


Old Women grumble, and the Maids 
Are all in love with Tohnny, 
Their Guts to Fiddle-ſtrings they fret, 
Yet he'll not leave his Honey ; 
At Midſummer his Time is out, 
Then hand in hand with Sally, 
Unto the Parſon he cuill go, 
In fpite of all our Alley. 


Sons CLXXIV. Farewel, thor falſe 
Philander, 


Arewel, ungrateful Traytor, 
Farewel, my perjur'd Swain ; 
et never injur'd Creature 
Believe a Man again. 
The Pleaſure of poſſeſſing 
Surpaſſes all expreſling ; 
But tis too ſhort a Blefiing, 
And Love too long a Pain. 


"Tis eaſy to deceive us, 
In Pity of your Pain ; 
But when we love, you leave us, 
To rail at you in vain. h 
Before we have deſcry'd it, 
There is no Bliſs beſide it; 
But ſhe, who once has try d it, 
Will never love again, 
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The Paſſion, you pretended, 
Was only to obtain ; 

But now the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain. 
Your Love by ours we meaſure, 
Till we have loſt our Treaſure ; 
But dying 15 a Pleaſure, 

When living is a Pain. 


Song CLXXV. Believe my Sighs, my Tears, 


my Dear. 


Y Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little Birds that fly, 

With careleſs Eaſe, from Tree to Tree, 
Were ſcarce ſo bleſs'd as I. 

Aſk gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream ; 

Or aſk the flying Gales, if e'er 
I lent a Sigh to them. 


But now my former Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught ; 
The tender Chains of ſweet Defire 
Are fix'd upon my Thought. 

An eager Hope, within my Breaſt, 

Does every Doubt controul, 
And charming Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove ; 

Ye gentle Echoes, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love; 

With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Detign ; 

O teach a young unpractis d Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 


Ihe 
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The very Thought of Change I hate, 
As much as of Deſpair ; 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her: 
Tis true, the Paſhon in my Mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft Diſtreſs ; 
Yet while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


Song CLXXVI. In Kent, ſo fam'd of old, 


N Ment, fo fam'd of old, 

Near by ſome pleaſant Knold, 
A Swain a Goddeſs told 

An am'rous Story ; 
Saying, in theſe jarring Days, 
When Kings contend for Bays, 
Your Love my Soul does raiſe 

Above its Glory. 


My Life, my lovely Dear, 

Whilſt you are ſmiling here, 

The Plants and Flow'rs appear 
Moſt ſweetly charming; 

The Sun may ceaſe to ſhine, 

And all its Pow'rs reſign, 

Your Eyes dart Rays divine, 
All Nature warming. 


Then leaning on her Breaſt, 
He claſp'd her lovely Waiſt, 
With Words endearing preſt, 
No Thought of harming ; 
At which the bluſhing Maid 
Thus, fighing, to him ſaid, 
My fooliſh Heart's betray'd 
By Words ſo charming. 


Near by there was a Grove, 
A proper Place for Love, 
To which this Couple move, 


Alike 
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Alike defiring 
She fell into his Arms, 
And ſaid, take all my Charms, 
Love beats his laſt Alarms, | 
I'm juſt expiring- 


Song CLXXVII. To you, fair Ladies, ut 
at Land. | 


Rom o'er the Park and Meadows fine, | 
F Juſt as the Sun does riſe, 

o you who, till the Clock ſtrikes Nine, 

Do ne'er uncloſe your Eyes; 
Then over Snuff, * Tea, and News, 

Your Summer Hours contented loſe. 


"Tis ſweet to taſte the Morning Air, 
Where Fawns around one play, 

And Drops of Dew as Diamonds fair, 
Strew all the glitt'ring Way; 

To view the Hill, the Stream, the Trees, 

To hear the Birds, and feel the Breeze. 


The crowded Street is your Delight, 
And rattling Coach to hear, 
The Watchman's ſolemn Watch, by * | 
Is Muſick to your Ear: 
You aſk not when the Violet blows, | 
Nor care you for the op'ning Roſe. 


Here I, ſecure from Strife and Care, 
Seek, when the Ev'ning's nigh, 
My little Room that's clean and ſquare, 
And but one Story high ; | 
Where Envy cannot find a Place, | 
Nor Malice ſhew her fallow Face. 


Let fordid Minds, of Wealth poſleſ:'d, | 
To Mammon Altars raiſe, 

Ambition be with Power bleſz'd, 
And Vanity with Praig ; 
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But Fortune is a fickle Dame, 
And double-tongu'd, alas ! is Fame. 


Give me, hard Pen'ry to chaſe 
From haunting of my Door, 

And let a chearful Temper grace 
My ſmall, but honeſt Store. 

To this do all my Wiſhes tend, 

The uſeful Book, the faithful Friend. 


Song CLXXVIII. AI you that muſt neede, 


&c. 


LL you, that muſt needs take a Leap in the 
Dark, 

Pity the Fate of young Lawſon and Clark : 

Cheated with Hope, by Mercy amus'd, 

Betray'd by the ſinful Ways we have us'd; 

Cropp'd in our Prime of Strength and Youth ; 

Who can but weep at ſo fad a Truth ? 


Once we thought twou'd never be Night; ; 
But now, alas ! 'twill never be Light. g | 
Heav'nly Mercy ſhine on our Souls, 

Death draws near, hark, hark, Sepulchres tolls ! 

Nature 1s ſtronger in Youth than Age, 

Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſwage. 

Courſes of Evil delighted us, 

Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs, | 

We ne'er ſhould have Cauſe ſo much to repent, 

Could we with our Callings have been content ; 

The Snares of Wine and Women fair. 

Firſt were the Cauſe we now deſpair. 


You that now view bur fatal End, 

Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend; 
Soon or late grim Death will come, 

Who'd not prepare for a certain Doom? 
Span long Life with lifelets Joys, | 
What's in the World but Care and Noile ? 


Youth. 
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Youth, tho' bleſs'd by being ſo, 
As vaſt thy Joy, ſo great thy Woe ; 
Ev'ry Sin, that gives Delight, ; 
Wi'l in the End thy Sou! affriglit: | 
is not thy Youth, thy Wealth, nor Strength, 
Can add to Life one Moment's Lergth. 


God, that is merciful as juſt, | 
| 


Cleanſe our Hearts, ſince die we mult ; 

Sweet Jemptations of worldly Joy 

Make for our Grief, and our Yeace deſtroy : 

Think then, when Man his Race has run, 
Death is the Prize which he has won. 


Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, 

To think with the Fool there is no God ; 
What is't we fear, when Death we meet, 
Were it not to account at the Judgment-Seat z 
That Frovidence, we find each Hour, 

Proves him a ſupernat'ral Pow'r : 

In Mercy open thy bright Abode, 

Receive our Souls, tremendous God. 


SoN G CLXXIX. On, or, my dear Brethren, 
F ULL of Dreams of bright Beauties, and fond to 
n 


explore 
ew World of ſuch Charms as I'd ne'er ſeen before ; 
I travell'd thro' Italy, Germany, France, 
And I think my Curioſity led me a Dance. 


On the Banks of the Seine, I was pleas'd to ſurvey 
Such Crouds of fair Nymphs, all merry and gay; 
But then they were merry and gay to Extreams, 
And no Nymphs could I find like the Nymphs of the 


aMmes. 


From the Seine to the Loire, from the Loire to the Rhone, 
Still in Hopes of Succeſs, I have eagerly flown ; | 
And on each there was ſhewn me of Beauties great Store, 
Which, if ſhewn on the Thames, had been Beauties no [f 

more, | The 5 
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The Alps next I croſs'd, fo tremendous and high, 
(For Beauty will lead us o'er wet, and o'er dry) 
To purſue my Enquiries, and fee if perchance 
Fair Jah) had what I found not in France. 


Then I travers'd each Mountain, each River, each 
Plain, 

But my Labour, alas! was all Labour in vain : 

O Yer O Po! why fo fam'd are your Streams, 

Since no Nymphs you can boaſt like the Nymphs of 
the Thames. 


Not Venice, ſo proud of her Maſks and her Fair, 

Can for Beauties, bright Beauties, with London compare ; 

And, tho' Sea-born, Love's Goddeſs herſelf would agree, 

That our Nymphs on the Thames out-ſhine thole at 
Sea. 


But of 72/y's Merit and Fame, to ſay true, 

And give (as *tis fit) every Country its due, 

Each Nvmph, like a Syren, with Muſick inflames; 
But what's a ſlight Song to the Charms of the Thames ? 


As for Germany, there I was truck with Surprize, 

What the Belles want in Brightneſs, they make up 
in Size; 

And if Beauties they were to be meaſur'd like Wine, 

For a Quart on the Thames, you've a Tun on the Rhine, 


And thus having finiſh'd my whimſical Round, 
Convinc'd that I ſought what could no where be found, 
Jof roving repent, and accuſe my vain Dreams, 
That kept me ſo long from the Nymphs of the Thames. 


Now, ye Youths of Great Britain, on wand'ring ſo 

| keen, 

To feed your fond Fancies with Beauties unſeen ; 

Believe what I ſay, you'll be baulk'd in your Aims, 

If you ſeek more ſuch Nymphs, as the Nymphs on 
the Thames. 


But if you ſhould argue my Voyage too ſmall, 
And ſay my Experience proves nothing at all; 


G0 
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Go enquire of the Sun, and he'll tell you his Beams 
Ne'er ſhone on ſuch Nymphs as the Nymphs on the 


Thames. 


Song CLXXX. Let Burgundy flow. 


E'T Burgundy flow, 
Let the Glaſs run o'er, let the Glaſs run o'er, Boys, 
Jo cure all our Woe, 
Let the Glaſs run o'er the Brim ; 
Though Aaua is gone, 
Think of it no more, think of it no more, Boys, 
Great George now comes on, 
Toaſt away your Bumpers to him: 
Tho' the Feuds are fo big 
Twixt the Tory and Whig, 
That the Miſchiefs purſuing prov'd almoſt our Ruin z 
Like a Prophet I know, 
They will be no more ſo, 
We've a Ry will unite now both High Church and 
Low. * 
And now your Hand's in, 
Fill it up again, fil it up again there, 
To all theſe brave Men, 
Who their Hate to Lorrain bear ſtrong, 
V/ho, frantick with Pride, 
Boldly durſt lately defend the Pretender; 
And if I'm not wide, 
Will be ſure to pay for't e're long, 
Nor a Glafs let's have 
To the Catilines brave, 
Who held cut with a Glory, not equai'd in Story: 
For not Ca/ar in Gaul, a 
Nor the great Hannibal, 
Eer equal'd their Chief with a Number ſo ſmall. 
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SoNx G CLXXXI. As down in a Meadow one 
Morning I paſt. 


Oung Anna and Philip, a kind loving Pair, 
Briſk, airy, and pleaſant, and affable were 

Young Anna was brighter than S9/'s piercing Ray, 

And ſweeter her Breath, than the Breezes in an; 

And Philip was jolly, proportion'd each Limb, 

He liv'd but in her, ſhe liv'd but in him. 

But alas! as no Pleaſure is permanent here, 


She brought forth a Son, and was ſnatch'd from her 
Dear. 


Poor Philip bewail'd his ſad wretched State, 

The Loſs of his Nymph, and now curſes his Fate; 
Tie Boy from the World he determines to take, 
And live ike two Hermits, for poor Anna's fake : 
All Women ſeem'd odious, ſince Auna was dead, 
And the World but a Foreit, or diſmal wild Glade, 


Where Rapine, and Perj'ry, and Int'reſt reign'd, 


And Henour and Juſtice were greatly diſdain'd. 


He goes to a Wood, where no human Track 

Could be ſcen on the Ground, with the Boy on his Back. 
And there he hides from him a hundred odd Things, 
As Luxury, Pride, Self-love, Pomp of Kings, 

Of Paſſions, and Darts, and Cypid, and Fires, 

Nor mention'd a Woman, nor ought of Deſires 

To the Growth of his Years, apt Rules did enroll, 
Wich always were tending to the Good of his Soul. 


The Youth being now at leaſt five Years old, 
Father Philip to him the Birds and Beatts told; 

The Names of the Plants, the Fruits, and the Flowr':, 
'Their Vies and Virtues, their Beauties and Powers; 

And amidit theſe Diſcourſes which Boys pleaſant call, 
He mingled the Threats of Chimeras, and all 

That of Death and the Devil, Damnation and IIell, 
Which are the firſt Leſſons to Children we tell. 


But now ten Years paſs'd, his Conduct he mould: 
Ard of an KHereafter the Riddle unfollls; 
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Yet nought of fair Women he ever brought in, 
As if ſuch fine Creatures there ne'er had been. 
The Stars he deſcrib'd, the Moon and the Sun, 
And how in their Orbs they gradually run; 

He mention'd the Author of Earth, Sea, and Air: 
But nothing of Woman would Phi/ip declare. 


But at length well ſtricken in Years being grown, 
And ſcarce able to trudge to the neighb'ring Town, 
Well knowing that Nature muſt one Day decline, 
And ſubmit to all-conqu'ring Death's meagre Shrine: 
Put how ſoon it might be his Fate, did not know; 
Alas ! what ſhou'd his poor tender Son do? 

For Wolves have no Pity, nor fee] pious Qualms, 

And Lions, and Tygers ne'er knew to give Alms. 


Therefore Philip thought it wou'd be the beſt Way, 
His Son to the Village to carry one Day ; 

That when he departed this fad hated Life, 

8 full of all Ills, fince the Loſs of his Wife, 

That the Youth for himſelf might be able to ſhift, 
And on the World's Mercy not be run a-dritt ; 

For poor is the Mortal who truſts on the ſame, 

He muſt live without Comfort, and die without Fame. 


But c're he wou'd venture on this hated Strain, 

The Youth firſt his twentieth Year did attain ; 

That come, to the Town the Boy led by his Sire, 
Thro' doggs, and thro' Lanes of Dirt, and of Mire : 
He ſtares all around, and not one thing he knew, 

But alas! is amaz'd ſuch Wonders to view; 

Enquires what's that, what's tother, and this, 

And the Father ftrait tells him whatever it is. 


But Phillis approaching in a purple gay Veſt, 

He aſk'd pray what's that, Sir, ſo charmingly dreſt? 
Tis a Goole, reply, d, pray, Son, hold your Peace, 
Her Skin's more ke Down of Swans, than like Geeſe; 
"Tis a delicate Fon! (fall of Joy, cries the Youth) 
Let us carry one home, our Serre i ſooth; 

I warrant it ſings well! A let us raiſe 

In the Wocd lere we live, cc, may all of them graze. 
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Sono CLXXXII. De! take the Mar. 


E'L take the War, that hurry'd 77/7; from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn; | 
't hey made him Captain ſure to undo me, 
Woe's me] he'll ne'er return. 
A thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run; 
Day and Night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from Sword and Gun. 


I us'd alluring Graces, 
With muckle kind Embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, Tears dropping fall; 
And had he my ſoft Arms 
Prefer'd to War's Alarms : 
By Love grown mad, without the Man of God, 
I fear in my Fit I had granted all. 


I waſi'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking, 
Snares that they told me wou'd catch the Men, 

And on my Head a huge Commode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again ; 

For a new Gown too, I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flow'rs did ſhine ; 

My Love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scotch Laſs was &er ſo fine. 


My Petticoat I ſpotted. 
Fringe too with Thread I knotted, 
Lace-ſhoes, and Silk-Hoſe, Garter full over Knee; 
But oh! the fatal Thought, 
To Wi theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to Towns, and rifled with Dragoons, 
When he, filly Loon, might have plunder'd me. 


— 
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Song CLXXXIII. A trifling Song you ſhall 


hear. 
HE Cupids had left all the Lawns, * 
The Shepherds fell out about Par ; 
The Noiſe had affrighted the Fawns, 
And all. the kind Wood-Doves were gone. 


The Reeds had forgot their ſweet Strains, 
Nor murmur'd ſo ſoft as before; 
Diſputes had diſtracted the Swains, 


And Love was regarded no more. 


Poor Damon might talk to the Wind, 
His Paſſion for Nuſa the Fair, 

And think, and think on till he pin'd, 
And ſigh till he vaniſh to Air. 


The Shepherds ſad Comforters prove, 
Talk not but of Pan and the Times, 
Inhumanly banter his Love, 
And call it all Whining and Rhimes, 


To ſhun all tkeir Jcers, and their Strife, 
He flies to a neighb'ring Cave, 

To lament the hard Fate of his Life, 
And hopes *wwill be ſhortly his Grave. 


Againſt the damp Rock he reclin'd, 
Like a languiſhing Lover, his Head : 
My Soul, now unload thy whole Mind, 
Here none can upbraid thee, he faid.” 


He thought it a kind of Relief, 
Whilſt here he lamented alone ; 
Kind Echoes repeated his Grief, 
In Plaines full as ſoft as his own, 


O! all ye ſoft Pow'rs above, 
« And muſt I be filent and die? 
& Did Na but know how I love, 
©& The Charmer could never deny. 


„ Your. 7 
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„% Young Colin had Skill to n 
« And mingle ſuch Art with his Woe ; 

« The Nymphs were all touch'd with his Pain, 
« And Tears from the Nereids flow. 


« But Damon, a plain-hearted Swain, 
„O On mere ſimple Truth muſt rely; 
But what can mere Truth hope to gain 
„In a Lover ſo artleſs as I ? 


«« What Oceans of Love through me roll ! 
„Oh! 'tis not in Words to impart ; 

„ The Billows that hang on my Soul, 
„The Sorrow that choaks up my Heart, 


„% Why, Fates, was I deſtin'd to bear 
«© A Sorrow I cannot reveal? 

« Or kill me, or help to declare 
To Nya the Paſſion I feel. 


Voung Colin ſtood liffning near, 
And thus he ſurprizes the Youth ; 
« If Niſa is human ſhe'll hear: 


«« Ah! Damon, no Language like Truth, 


Go tell her your own artleſs Way; 
Great Paſſions ne'er can be exprelt ; 
& Simplicity ſtill wins the Day; 
«© She knows how to gueſs at the reſt, 


** True Love, in a Soul that's ſincere, 
«© Is better than Language or Art; 
„Fine Similies tickle the Ear; 
But Nature will ſoften the Heart. 
*© *Tis done, —— I have writ to my Fair, 
But tremble to wait the Reply: 
„Ah N:/a/ true Lovers are rare; 
May Damon be happy, or die.” 


Vor. II. 1 SOX G 
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Sox CLXXXIV. Of noble Race was Sbinten. 


F noble Race was Shinken, 
+. F The Line of Ozver Tudor; 
But hur Renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel Love purſu'd hur. 


Fair Winne's Eyes bright ſhining, 
And Lilly Breaſts alluring, 

Poor Shinken's Heart, with fatal Dart, 
Have wounded, paſt all curing. 


Hur was the pretti'ſt Fellow 
At Foot-ball, or at Cricket ; 

At Hunting Chaſe, or nimble Race, 
Cotſplut, how hur cou'd kick it. 


But now all Joys are flying, 
All pale and wan hur Cheeks too; 
Hur Heart fo akes, hur quite forſakes, 
Hur Herrings and hur Leeks 100. 


No more muſt dear Metheg/in 

Be top'd at good Mongomery ; 

And if Love ſore ſmart one Week more, 
Adieu Cream-Cheeſe and Flumery. 


Sonc CLXXXV. As Celia near a Fun- 
tain lay. 


Henever, Che, I begin | 
Your Heart, like mine, to move, 

You tell me of the crying Sin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs Love. N 


How can that Paſſion be a Sin, 
Which gave to Chlae Birth? 

How can thoſe Joys but be divine, 
Which make a Heav'n on Earth. 
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To wed, Mankind the Prieſts trepann'd, 
By ſome fly Fallacy, 

And diſobey'd God's great Command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 


You ſay that Love's a Crime, content, 
Yet this allow you mult, 

More Joy's in Heav'n when one repent, 
Than over Ninety Juſt, 


Sin then, dear Girl, for Heav'n's ſake, 
Repent, and be forgiv'n ; 

Bleſs me, then by Repentance make 
A Holiday in Heav'n. 


Song CLXXXVI. Un the Fields, in Fra 


and Show. 


N the Fields, in Froſt and Snow, 
Watching late and early, 
There I kept my Father's Cows, 
There I milk em yearly : 
Booing here, booing there, | 
Here a Boo, there a Boo, every where a Boo. 
We defy all Care and Strift, 
In à charming Country Life. 


Then at home; amongſt the Fowls, 
Watching late and early, 
There I tend my Father's Owls, 
| There I feed them yearly : 
|  Whooing here, whooing there, 
Here a Whoo, there a Whoo, every where a Whoo. 
We defy all Care, &c. 


When the Summer Fleeces heap, 
Watching late and early, 
Then I ſhear my Father's Sheep, 
Then I keep them yearly : 
Baeing here, baeing there, 
Here a Bae, there a Bae, every where a Bae. 
= We defy all Care, &c. 4 
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In the Morning, e're 'twas Light, 
In the Morning early, 

There I met with my Delight, 
Once he lov'd me ; Gar 1 

Wooing here, wooing there, 

Here a Woo, there a Woo, every where a Woo, 
Oh ! how free from Care, &c. 


E're the Light' came from above, 
In the Morning early, 

There I met with my true Love, 
There I met him early: 

Wooing here, wooing there, 

Here a Woo, there a Woo, every where a Woo. 
Oh ! how free from Care, &c. 

In the Morn, at Six o'Clock, 
In the Morning early, 

There I fed our Turkey-cock, 
'There I fed him yearly, cou, cou, goble, goble, goble ; 
Couing here, couing there, 

Here a Cou, there a Cou, every where a Cou. 
Oh! how free from Care, &c. 


In the Morning, near the Fens, 
In the Morning early, 

There I feed my Father's Hens, 
There I feed them yearly : 

Cackle here, cackle there, 

Here a Cack, there a Cack, every where a Cack. 
Oh ! how free from Care, &c. 
In the Morning with good Speed, 

Is the Morning early, 
I my Father's Ducks do feed, 
In the Morning early : 
Quacking here, quacking there, 


ere a Quack, there a Quack, every where a Quack. 


Oh ! how: free from Care, &c. 


In the Morning fair and fine, 
In the Morning early, 
here I feed my Father's Swine, 
There I feed them yearly : Grunting 


ing 
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Grunting here, grunting there, 

Here a Grunt, there a Grunt, every where a Grunt, 
Oh ! how free from Care and Strife, 
I; a pleaſant Country Life, 


Son CLXXXVII. Folly Mortale, fill your 


Glaſſes. 


Ove's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 
Which in Fancy we pofleſs ; 
In the Folly lies the Pleaſure, 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs. 


When we think, by Paſſion heated, 
We a Goddeſs have in Challe, 

Like Ixicn we are cheated, | 
And a gaudy Cloud embrace. 


Happy only is the Lover, 


Whom his Miſtreſs well deceivcs 
Seeking nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at Eaſe. 


But the Wretch, that would be knowing 
What the Fair-one would diſguiſe, 
Labours for his own undoing, 


Changing happy to be wiſe, 


Song CLXXXVIII. Txveed-Side, 


E Nymphs who frequent thoſe ſweet Plaine, 
Where Thame,” gentle Current doth glide, 
Who, whilom, have heard my glad Strains, 
Nor grateful Attention deny'd, 
With Pity, ye Fair, O reſlect 
On the cruel Reverſe of my Fate; 
See Conſtancy paid with Neglect, 
And Fondneſs rewarded with Hate. 


1 3 F fry 
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How joyous and gay was each Hour ! 

How wing'd with ſoft Pleafure they fled ! 
F're Shipwreck'd on Humber's dull Shore, 

By Love my pocr Heart was betray'd, 
For there the Deceiver doth dwell, 

Whoſe Charms have ſo long been my Theme; 
In Beauty the Maid doth excell, 

But is fickle and wild as the Stream. 


If, averſe to my Courtſhip at firſt, 
She had check'd my fond infant Deſire, 
ler Coldneſs had left me leis curſt, » 
And perhaps had extinguiſt'd my Fire:; 
But 2 thouſand falſe Arts ſhe employ'd, 
(Ingenions and wanton in III) 
The Paſſion ſhe nurs'd, ſhe deſtroy'd, 
And only created to kill. 


| Yet, th” ſhe delights in my Smart, 
Tho? fhe robs me of all I hold dear, 
| Revenge is below a great Heart, | 


I with her a Lot leſs ſevere: 
Muy the Swain, ſhe ſhall crown with Succeſs, 
By his Kindneſs deſerve to be priz'd ; | 
Tuould double, methinks, my Diſtreſs, : 
At laſt to fee her too delpy'd. 


Sons CELXXXIX. The Twitcher, 


Damſel, I'm told, 
A Of delicate Mold, 
ather was dead, to enrich hex | 
Of all her fine Things, | 
Lace, Ribbons, and Rings, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her IwWitcher, poor Girl, 


— 


Whoſe 


Priz'd nothing, &c. I 
The Youths all round, 
With Courtſhip profound, 

Try'd every Art to bewitch her, 7 
But ſhe was fo chaſte, 1 


She'd not be embrac'd 
Ry any thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
By any thing, &c. 
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Each offer'd his Pelf, 

In Exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the Parſon might ſtitch her; 

But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 

She'd never be ty'd 
To any thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
To any thing, &c. | 


But Cupid grown wild, 

To ſee himſelf foil'd, 
Reſolv'd to find Ways to bewitch her, 

And humble her Pride, 

Whatever betide, 
He ſcorn'd to give way to the Twitcher, poor Girl, 
He ſcorn'd, Sc. 


Briſk Streſlen the young, 

Whoſe am'rous Tongue 
Vas balted with Words to bewitch her, 

The God did prepare, 

To combat the Fair, 
And try'd to ont-rivat her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
And try'd, Se. 


Young Strephon drew nigh her, 

And fluſh'd with Deſire, 
Try'd Kiffes and Oaths to bewitch her; 

He pratt!'d and toy'd, 

But Milt ſhe reply'd, 
Piſh, let go the Hold of my Twitcher, poor Girt, 
Piſh, let go, &c. 


But this cunning. 8 

So well took his Mark, 
He found out the Way to o'er-reach her ; 

He gave her a Trip, 

Which happen'd to ilip 
The myſtical Knot of her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
The myſtical Knot, 6c. | 


And thus having ended 
The Thing he intended, 
I 4 Who 
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Who knows ust he did to bewitch her, 

She cry'd, No, no, no; 

But yet I can't go: 
Now do what you will with my Twitcher, dear Boy, 
Now do, Sc. 


SoxnG CXC. O Beſh Bell and Mary Gray. 


Y Fockey blith, for what thou'ſt done, 
There is nae Help nor Mending ; 
For thou haſt jogg'd me out of Tune, ry 
For a' thy fair Pretending : | 
My Mother fees a Change on me, 
For my Complexion dathes ; 
And this, alas! has been with thee 
Sie late amang the Raſhes. 


| Fockey. My Peggy, what I've ſaid, I'll do, 
To free thee frae her Scouling ; 
Come then, and let us buckle too, 
Nae longer let's be fooling ; 
| For her Content, I'll inſtant wed, 
| Since thy Complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll try a Feather Bed, 
'Tis ſafter than the Raſhes. | 
Fg. Then Jockey, ſince thy Love's ſae true. | 
Let Mither ſcoul, I'm ealy : 
Sae lang's I live, I ne'er ſhall rue 
For what I've done to pleale thee ; 
And there's my Hand, I'fe ne'er complain 
O! well's me on the Raſhes ; 
When &er thou likeſt, I'll do't again, 
And a Feg for a' their Claſhes 


Pegg. 


Sox CXCI. Let us reve! and roar. 


E T us revel and roar, let us revel and roar, 
The whole World is our Store, 
And the Gods they will add to our _ 
e 


ule 
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While we wallow all Night, 
In an unknown Delight, 
Till Aurora diſcovers our Treaſure. 


Thus we're free from all Care, thus we're free from 
all Care, . 
From Taxes and War, 
And we know not the Name of dull Sorrow 3 
Evr'y Purſe is our Prey, 
Which we ſpend in one Day, 
And we never Thought for the Morrow, 


Let us never repine, let us never repine, 
Briſk Women and Wine 

Make the Brims of our Lives to flow over ; 
We'll leave the How and the What 
To the politick Sot, 

And the Whine to the Fool of a Lover. 


Song CXCII. Of all the World's Enjoy- 


ments. 


F all the World's Enjoyments 
That ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our Employments 
With Fiſhing can compare : 
Some preach, fome write, 
Some ſwear, ſome fight, 
All golden Lucre courting ; 
But Fiſhing till 
Bears off the Bell, 

For Profit, or for Sporting. 

Then zh a jolly Fiſherman, a Fiſherman Would beg 
His Throat muſt wet, | 
Ju like his Net, 

To keep out Gold at Sea. 


The Country Squire loves runnin 
A Pack of well-mouth'd H 3 
Another fancies Gunning | 
For Wild-ducks in his Grounds; * 
1 Is T his 
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This hunts, that fowls, 
This hawks, Dick bowls, 
No greater Pleaſure withing : - 
ut Tom, that tells 
What Sport excells, 
Gives all the Sport to Fiſhing. 
Then who, &C. 


A good Weſiphalia Gammon 
Is counted dainty Fare, 


But what is that to Salmon 
Juſt taken from the Ware ? 
Wheat-ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes, and Rayls, 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting ; 
But all muſt ſtoop, 

To Craw-fiſh Soop, 
Or I've no Skill in taſting. 
Then who, &C. 


Keen Hunters always take too 


Their Prey with too much Pains ; 


Nay, often break a Neck too, 
A Penance for ro Brains : 
They ran, they leap, 

Now high, now deep ; 
Whilſt he that Fiſting chooſes, 
With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay more to boot, 

May entertain the Muſes. 
Then who, &C. 


And tho' ſome envious Wranglers, 
To jeer us will make bold, 


Ard laugh at patient Angles, 
Who ſtand fo long i th' Cold 3 
They wait on Mils, 
We wait on this, 
Ard think it eaſy Labour ; 
And if you'd know 
* 2 iſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Ho/&ans Neighbour. 
Eben who, &. * 
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Song CXCIII. Come, let us drink, &c. 


Ome, let us drink, and drown all Sorrow, 
For perhaps we may not, for- perhaps we may 
not, 
For perhaps we may not meet here To-morrow. 


He that goes to Bed, to Bed, goes to Bed ſober, 
Falls as the Leaves do, falls as the Leaves do, 
Falls as the Leaves do in Oæober. 


This will cure the Head-ach, the. Cough, and the 
Phtiſick, 
This is to all Men, this is to all Men, 
This is to all Men the beſt of Phyſick. 


SN CXCIV. Happy is a Country Life, 


Appy is a Country Life, 
H Blels'd with Content, good Health, and Eaſe, 
ree' from Faction, Noiſe, and Strife, 

We only plot ourſelves to pleaſe; 
Peace of Mind our Day*s Delight, 
And Love our welcome Dreams at Night. 
Hail green Fields, and ſhady Woods! 

Hail Springs and Streams that ſtäll- run pure 
Nature's uncorrupted Goods, 

Where Virtue only dwells ſecure : 
Free from Vice, and free from Care, 
Age has no Pain, nor Youth a Snare. 


Son CXCV. A Dean and a Prebendary; 


Dean and a Prebendary 
A Had once a new Vagary, 
And were at doubtful Strife, Sir, 
Who led the better Lite, Sir, 
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And was the better Man. 
The Dean he ſaid, That truly, 
Since Blu was ſo unruly, 
He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That he had the more Grace, Sir, 
And ſo the Fight began. 


When Preb reply'd like Thunder, 
And roar'd out, "Twas no Wonder, 
For Gods the Dean had three, Sir, 
And more by two than he, Sir, 
Since he had got but one. 
Now, while theſe two were raging, 
And in Diſpute engaging, 
The Maſter of the Charter 
Said both had got a Tartar, 
For Gods that there were none. 


For all the Books of Me/es, 
Were nothing but Suppoſes ; 
And he deſerv'd Rebuke, Sir, 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, Sir, 
"Twas nothing but a Sham ; 
And as for Father Adam, 
With Miſtreſs Eve his Madam, 
And what the Serpent ſpoke, Sir, 
Was nothing but a Joke, Sir, 
And well invented Flam. 


Thus in this Battle Royal, 
As none would take Denial, 


The Dame for which they ſtrove, Sir, 


Could neither of them love, Sir, 
For all had giv'n Offence ; 

She therefore, lily waiting, 

Left all three Fools a prating, 

And being in a Fright, Sir, 

Religion took ker Flight, Sir, 
And ne'er was heard of ſince. 


Sox e 
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Sox CXCVI. Happy Hours, &c. 


Appy Hours all Hours excelling, 
When retir'd from Crowds and Noiſe ; 

Happy 1s that filent Dwelling, 

Fill'd with ſelf-poſſefling Joys; 
Happy is that contented Creature, 

Who with feweſt Things is pleas'd, 
And conſults the Voice of Nature, 

When of roving Fancy's eas'd. 


Every Paſſion wiſely moving, 

Juit as Reaſon turns the Scale, 
Ev'ry State of Life improving, 

That no anxious Thought prevail ; 
Happy Man who thus poſſeſſes 

Life with ſome Companion dear, 
Joy imparted till increaſes, 

Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. 


Song CXCVII. To hug yourſeif in perfe# 


Eaſe. 


O hug yourſelf in perfect Eaſe, 
What wou'd you wiſh for more than theſe ? 
A healthy, clean paternal Seat, 
Well ſhaded from the Summer's Heat. 


A little Parlour Stove to hold 

A conſtant Fire from Winter's Cold ; 
Where you may fit, and think, and fing, 
Far off from court, God fave the King. 


\ Safe from the Harpies of the Law, 


From Party Rage, and great Man's Paw? 
Have choice few Friends of your own Taſte, 
A Wife agreeable and chaſte. 


An open but yet cautious Mind, 
Where guilty Cares no Entrance fund ; TR 
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Nor Miſer's Fears, nor Envy's Spite, 
To break the Sabbath of the Night. 


Plain Equipage, and temp' rate Meals, 
Few Taylor's, and no Doctor's Bills ; 
Content to take, as Heav'n ſhall pleaſe, 
A longer or a ſhorter Leaſe. 


Sox CXCVIII. State and Ambition, &c. 


Tate and Ambition, all Joy to great Cæſar, 
Sawwney ſhall ne er be my Colly my Cow; 

All Hail to the Shades, all Joy to the Bridegroom, 
And call upon Dobbin, with Hi, je, ho: 
Remember, ye Whigs, what was formerly done; 
And Jenny come tye my bonny Cravat 3 

If I live to grow old, for I find I grow down, 
For I cannot come ev'ry Day to woo. 


Jove in his Throne was a Fumbler, Tom Farthing, 
And Fackey and Fenny together did lie; 

Oh ! Mother Roger: Boys, fill us a Bumper, 

For why will ye die, my poor Celia, ah why! 
Hark ! how thund'ring Cannons do roar ! 

Ladies of Londen, both wealthy and fair ; 
Charon make haſte, and ferry me o'er, 

Lilli Burlero Bullen a lah. 


Chris, awake, Fourpence Half-penny Farthing, 

Give me the Laſs that is true Country-bred ; 

Like John of Gaunt, I walk Covent-Garden, 

I am a Maid, and a very good Maid 

Twa bonny Lads were Sawney and Fockey, 

The Delights of the Bottle, and Charms of good Wine ; 
Wading the Water ſo deep, my ſweet Mogey, 

Cold and raw, let it run in the right Line. 


Old Obadiah fings Awve-Maria, 

Sing Lulla-by-baby on the Tree Top ; 

An old Woman and her Cat fat by the Fire, 
Now this is my Love d'ye like her ho? 


15 Ola 
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Old Charon thus preach'd to his Pupil Achilles, 
And under this Stone here lies Gabriel Fohn ; 
Happy was I at the Sight of fair Phillis, 

What ſhould a young Woman do with an old Man ? 


There's old Father Peters, with his Romiſs Creatures, 
There was an old Woman ſold Puddings and Pies ; 
Cannons with Thunder ſhall fill them with Wonder, 
I once lov'd a Laſs that had bright rolling Eyes; 
There's my Maid Mary, ſhe does mind her Dairy, 
I took to my Heels, and away I did run ; 

And bids him prepare to be happy To-morrow, 
Alas! I don't the right End of a Gun. 

My Life and Death lie both in your Pow'r, 

And every Man to his Mind, Shrewwsbury for me; 

On the Bank of a Brook, as I ſat fiſhing, 

Shall I die a Maid, and ne'er married be? 
Udſbuds, let Oliver now be forgotten, 

Joan is as good as my Lady in the Dark; 
Cuckolds are Chriſtians, Bay, all the World over, 
And her'cs a full Bumper to Robin, Fohn Clerk. 


Song CXCIX. IJanthe the lovely, &c. 


THE Charms of bright Beauty ſo powerful are, 


"Tis for that we make Peace, and for that we 
make War: 


Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws, 
Your Cant of Injuſtice, your good and bad Cauſe ; 
Your Conqueſts and Triumphs, your Captives and >pous ; 
Shall never incite me to hazardous Toils. 

To be great, wiſe, and wealthy, I never would chuſe, 
Shou'd the Nymph I adore her Favours refuſe; 

Then let my Eugenia be faithful and kind, 

III weary the Winter, Pl weather the Wind; 

Til ravage the Seas, the Earth, and the Air, 

And combat for her, even Death and Deipair. 
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Song CC. A Soldier and a Sailor. 


Soldier and a Sailor, a Tinker and a Taylor, 
A Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, 
o make a Maid a Wife, Sir, | 
Whoſe Name was Buxome Fear, 
Whoſe Name was Pauxome Joan; 
For now the Time was ended, 
When ſhe no more inteaded 
To lick her Lips at Man, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, | 
And lie a- Nights alone, | 
And lie a-Nights alone. 


The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 

He lov'd her more than Plunder ; 

And ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 

Which he had brought from far, Sir, | 

With fighting for her Sake. | 

The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, | 

By off ring her his Meaſure ; | 

The Tinker too, with Metal, 

Said he would mend her Kettle, | | 
| 
| 
| 


—— — 


And ſtop up e ery Leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 
The Sailor, ſlily wating, 
Thought, if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, | 
He then might play his Part: BE 
And juſt &en as he meant, Sir, BEE 
To Logger-heads they went, Sir, 13 
And then he let fly at her, 
A Shot 'twixt Wind and Water, f 
Which won this fair Maid's Heart. | 


SonG CCI. Chevy-Chaſe, 


Ere lies old Hare, worn out with Care, 

Who oft times toll'd the Bell; | 

Cou'd dig a Grave, and jet a Stave, 1 
And ſay Amen full well. For 
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For ſacred Song, he'ad Hophin's Tongue, 
And Sternhold's Eke alſo; 

With Cough and Hem, he'd ſtand by them, 
As far as Lungs wou'd go. 


Many a Feaſt for Worms he dreſs'd, 
Himſelf then wanting Bread ; 

But alas ! he's gone with Skin and Bone, 
To ſtarve them now he's dead. 


Here take his Spade, follow his Trade, 
Now he is out of Breath, 

Cover the Bones of one who once 

Wrought Journey-Work to Death. 


Song CCII. I7hich no body cau deny. 


LD Poets have told us, when they were grown 
mellow. 
That Jupiter was a fantaſtical Fellow, 
He wou'd chatter, and thunder, and wheedle, and bellow. 
Which no body can deny, deny, which no body can deny. 


He was charm'd with a Damſel, but cou'd not tell how 
To humour his liquoriſh Fancy, and ſo 

He clap'd up his Nymph in the ſhape of a Cow, 
Which no body, &c. 


But here let us make up our Poetry ful! ; 

For the Man muſt have got no Brains in his Scull, 
Who does not conclude, that Jede turn'd a Bu'l. 
Which no body, &c. 


His Method of Wooing was loud and ſonorous, 

At the Time of the Year when the Sun enters Tar as ; 
Then Taurus did enter fair J the Perous. 

Which no body, &c. 


He gave her two Horns, for a Screen to his Love, 
As Juno gave him, as plainly does prove 
There's a Strumpet below for a Cuckold above, 
Which un body, &c. 


The 


| 
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The Lovers, by Inſtinct, together were moving, 
When he had a Fancy on Earth to be roving ; 
Then ſhe ran a Bullingg or elſe ran a 7oving. , 
Which no body, &C. 


They may paſs for as clever a cornuted Pair, 

As you e er ſaw at Si‘ (where the Sight is not rare) 
Or at Brentford, or Rumford, or any Horn- Fair. 

Which no body, &C. 


Tho” I take it for granted that nothing more odd is, 
Inſtead of a Shepherdeſs lac'd in her Boddice, 

That a ſwag-belly'd Cow ſhould go for a Goddeſs. 
Which no body, &C. 


Alexander, who conquer'd full many a Foe, 
Mars, Hercules, Neptune, and more than we 
Were Sons of this Jove, tho' not by Juno. 
Which no body, &c. 
But as the prolifical Virtue wore of, 
His am rous Feats made all the World laugh, 
He cou'd get no more Hero's and fo got a 
n 0 YN &c. 


Diogenes grave was the Fruit of this Rub, 

For his Name does pronounce him a 7upiter”'s Cub ; 
He was born in a Cow-Houſe, and liv'd in a Tub. 
Which no body, &c. 


Let a Concert of Butchers remember the Thing; 
Let Cleavers and Marrow- Bones merrily ring; 
Such a jovial Choir Je- Peant may ſing. 


Which no bedy can deny, deny, which no body can dp. 


Sono 
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SonG CCIII. Thomas, I cannot. 


Ome, come, my Me/ly, come let us be jolly, 
Since we are here met together ; 

My Mother's from Home, and we are alone, 

Come let us be merry together ; 
I'll give you Rings, and Bracelets fine, 
And other fine Trinkets, if you'll be mine. 
O no, kind Sir, I dare not incline. 
85 My Mather fhe tells me I munnat, I nung, 

My Mather ſhe tells me I munnot. 


You ſhall have a Gown of the fineſt Silk 
That ever yet was ſeen, 
You ſhall have the Cream of all the Milk 
Of the Cows that go o'er the Green; 
You ſhall have Curds, and Cheeſe cakes Stcre, 
And Cuſtards too, all ſugar'd o'er. 
O no, kind Sir, pray ask no more. 
Ay Mother ſhe tells me I munnet, I munnot, 
Dy YMether ſhe tells me I munnet. 


You ſha!l have a Petticoat fine and gay, 
The beſt in all the Town, 
And you ſhall wear it ev'ry Day, 
And fo you ſhall your Gown ; 
; Pour Shift ſhall be of Holland fine, 
If you in Love with me wall join. 
O no, kind Sir, I dare not be thine, 
My Mather Spe tells me I munnot, I munnoet, 
My Mather ſhe tells me I munnot. 


I'll ſettle you in a Copy-hold 
Of forty Pounds a Year, 
. And I have twenty Pounds in Gold, 
| Will ſerve to buy good Cheer. 
O no, kind Sir, I know you too well, 
| ' Give you an Inch, and you'll take an Ell, 


are) 


And when you have done, you'll tell, you'll tell. 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnat, I munnot, 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnet. 
NG Sox 
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Song CCIV. O the Mill, Mill —0. 


Eneath a green Shade, I fand a fair Maid, 
Was ſleeping ſound and flill-o ; 

A'to wan wi” Love, my Fancy did rove, 
Around her with good Will-o, 

Her Boſom I preſt; but ſunk in her Reſt, 
She ſtir dna my Joy to ſpill-o; 

While kindly ſhe flept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kils'd her, my Fill-o. 


Oblig'd by Command in Flanders to land, 
T"employ my Courage and Skill-o, 
Fra'er quietly I ſtra, hoiſt Sails, and awa, 
For Wind blew fair on the Vill-o. | 
Ia Years brought me hame, where loud fraiſing Fame 
Told me with a Voice right ſhrill-o, 
My Laſs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, 
Nor ken'd wha had done her the Ill-0. 


Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell-o ; 

We the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell-o. 

Love gave the Command, I took her by th' Hand, 
And bade her a' Fears expell-o, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man 
Wha had done her the Deed my {ell-o. 


My bonny ſweet Laſs, on the goweny Graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling-Hill-o, 

Tf I did Offence, I'ſe make ye amends, 
Before I leave Peggy's Mill-o. 

O the Mill, Mill-o, and the Kill, Kill-o, 
And the Cogging of the Wheel ; 

The Sack and the Sieve, a' thae ye maun leave, 
And round with a Sodger reel-o. 


Soxgs 
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Song CCV. There lib'd long ago in a Country 
Place. 


Afer and Gammer were faſt in their Neſt, 
And all the young Fry of their Cribs were poſleſt, 
Spot, Whitefort, and Puſs, in the Aſhes were laid, 
And a blinking Ruſh-Candle juſt over their Head. 


Ua was ſcouring her Diſhes and Platter, 

Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog fatten; 
Greas'd up to the Elbow, as much to the Eye, 

Till her embroider'd Cloaths were ready to fry. 


Roger the Plowman 1th" Chimney lay ſnoring, 
Till Cupid, fore vex'd at his Clowniſh Adoring, 
Did ſtraightway convey to the great Logger-head 
The whiip'ring News, that they were all a- bed. 


| Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his Eyes, 


Straight to his dear Ur//a in Paſſion he hies; 
Then leaning his Elbow on Ur//a's broad Back, 
Complain'd that his Heart was ready to crack. 


Ja, bing vex'd at the Weight of her Love, 
Cry'd, Cupid, why doſt thou thus treach'rous prove? 
In an angry Rlood then ſhe turn'd her about, 

And the Diſh-clout lapt over the Face of the Lout. 


Reger b'ing angry at ſuch an Affront, 

And not at all minding of what might come on't, 
Je gave her a Kick, with ſuch wond'rous Mettle, 
As tumbl'd poor Ur//a quite over the Kettle. 


This Noiſe and Rumbling ſet Gafer awaking, 

And fearing, leſt Thieves had been ſtealing his Bacon, 
With a Pur down the Stairs, in a trice he came ſtumbling, 
Where he found Reczer gaping, while a lay tumbling. 


Pox take you, quoth he, for a Rogue and a Whore ; 
So turn'd the poor Lovers quite out of the Door, 

Nor minding the Rain, nor the cold windy Weather, 
To finiſh their Loves in a Hog-ſtye together. 


SoOxG 
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Song CCVI. Liſten all, I pray, &c. | 
Li all, I pray, to the Words I have to fay, 
| 


In Memory ſure inſert em; 
ch Wine do us raiſe to the Honour of Bays; 
QAuem non frcere diſertum ? | 


Of all the brisk Juice which the Gods do produce, 
Claret ſhall be prefer'd before 'em ; 

Tis Claret ſhall ſtraight us Mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 

We abandon all Ale, and Peer that is ſtale, 
R:/a-ſel:s, and damnable Hum; 

But iparkling Red ſhall hold up its Head 
Bove Omne quod exit in um. 

This is the Wine, that in former Time 
Each wiſe one of the Mag: 

Was wont to carouſe in a Chaplet of Boughs, 
Recubans ſub trgmine fagi. 


Let the Hop be their Bane, let a Rope be their Shame, 
Let the Gout and Cholick pine 'em, 
That offer to ſhrink in taking their Drink, 
Seu Gracum, frove Latinum. 
Let the Glaſs fly about, till the Bottle is out, 
Let each one do as he's done to: 
'Vaunt thoſe that hug th'abominable Jug, 
'Mong us Hetereclita ſunt. 


There's no ſuch Diſeaſe, as he that doth pleaſe T 
His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us; 


'Tis Claret that brings to Fancy its Wings, He 
And ſays, Muſæ, Majora canamus. 


He's either a Mute, or does poorly diſpute, 
That drinketh not Wine as we Mlen do; 
The more Wine a Man drinks, like a ſubtle Sphinx, 


Tantum walet ifte loguendo. 


How it chears the Brains, how it warms the Veins, 
How gainſt all Croſſes it arms us! 

How it makes him that's poor courageouſly roar, 
Et mutatas dicere for mas. | 


ive 
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Give me the Boy, my pres an and my Joy, 
To my Tantum that drinks his Tale; 

By Wine he, that waxes in our Syntaxis, 
E Verbum perſonale. 


| Art thou weak or lame, or thy Wits to blame? 
Call for Wine, and thou ſhalt have it; 
will make thee to riſe, and be very wile, 


Cui vim natura negavit. 


We have frolick Rounds, we have merry Go-downs, 
Yet nothing is done at random; 

For when we're to pay, we club and away, 
Id ej? commune notandun. 


No Vintners deny the Lads that are dry, 
But give 'em Wine, whate'er it coſt em; 
If they do not pay till another Day, 


Alanet alta mente repoſtum. 


Who ne'er fails to drink all clear from the Brink, 
With a imooth and even Swallow, 

I' offer at's Shrine, and call it divine, 
Et erit mihi magnus Apollo. 

He that drinles ſtill, and ne'er has his Fill, 
Has a Paſſage like a Conduit ; 


Brisk Wine does inſpire with Rapture and Fire, 
Sic Ather A thera fundit. 


When we merrily .quaf, if any go off, 
And flily offer to paſs ye, 

Give their Noſe a Twitch, and kick em o th* Breech, 
Nam componuntur ab aſſe. 


J have told you plain, and will tell ye again, 
Be he as furious as Orlando; 

He is an Aſs that from hence doth paſs, 
Na, bibit ad Oftia ſlando. 


Sox CCVII. While the Town agrees that | 
1 Polly. 


. Ark, Lucinda, to the Wooing, 


* 


4 Murm'ring Turtles am'rous Cooing; 


Shelly 
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Shelly Grots their Love rebound : 
Streams along the Pebble trilling, 
Heart with trembling Pleaſure filling, 

Sweetly anſwer to the Sound, 

Sweely anſwer to the Sound. 


Twiſted Boughs above combining, 
Loving Joy around them twining, 
Guard thee with a mingled Shade: 
Purple Violets, bluſhing Roſes. 
Od'rous Flower's in various Poſies, 
Dreſs thy Boſom and thy Head, 
Dreſs thy Boſom and thy Head. 


See ! their tender Beings flying, 

Quickly fading, quickly dying ! 
Beauty ne'er was fram'd to laſt : 

Let the Lover once adviſe thee, 

To improve the Good that flies thee ; 
Soon, ah! ſoon, the Seaſon's paſt, 
Soon, ah! ſoon, the Seaſon's paſt. 


MS .. 


Air, with hollow Tempeſts ſwelling, ; ( 
Gath'ring Clouds a Storm foretelling, | 
Shroud in Night the faireſt Day : F. 
Springing Beauty, gaily blooming, 
Sees not . Winter's coming. 7 
To December change her May, | 
To December change her May. 7 
Sowa CCVIII. Ab! bow ſweet it is to love ! B 
H! how ſweet it is to love 8 
Ah ! how gay is young Deſire ! 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove, A 
When firſt we feel a Lover's Fire 
Pains of Love are ſweeter far, I 


Than all other Pleaſures are. 


Sighs, which are from Lovers blown, 
Do but gently heave the Hear: : 
E'en the Tears they ſhed alone | T1 
Cure, like trickling Balm, their Smart. 

Lovers 
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Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 
Bleed away, an eaſy Death. 


Love and '{ ime with Rev'rence uſe, 

Treat 'em like a parting Friend ; 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe, 

Which in Youth ſincere they ſend , 
For each Year their Price is more, 
And they leſs ſimple than before. 
Love, like Spring-Tides, full and high, 

Swells in ev'ry youthſul Vein; 

But each Tide does leſs ſupply, 

Till they quite ſhrink in again ; 
If a Flow in Age appear, 

'1'ts but Rain, and runs not clear. 


Soxc CCIX. Grim King of the Go,. 


Rim King of the Ghoſts, make Haſte, 
And bring hither all your Train: 
Sce how the pale Moon does waite, 
And juſt now 1s in the Wain : 
Come, ye Night-Hags, with your Charms, 
And reveling Witches away, 
Ard hug me cloſe in your Arms, 
To you my Reſpetts I'Il pay. 
I'll court you, and think you fair, 
Since Love does difſtratt my Brain; 
III go, and I'll wed the Night-Mare, 
And kiſs her, and Kiſs her again; 
But if ſhe prove peeviſn and proud, 
A Pize on her Love, let her go; 
I ſeek me a Winding-Shroud, 
And down to the Shades below. 


A Lunacy I endure, 
Since Reaſon departs away, 
call to thoſe Hags for Cure, 
As knowing not what I fay : 
The Beauty, whom I adore, | 
Now flights me with Scorn and Diſdain, 
I never ſhall ſee her more, 
Ah! how ſhall I bear my Pain? 
Vor. II. K ] rams 
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I ramble and range about, 
To find out my charming Saint, 
While ſhe at my Grief does flout, 
And laughs at my loud Complaint : 
Diſtraction, I ſee, is my Doom, 
Of this I am too too ſure 
A Rival is got in my Room, 
While Torments I endure. 


Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 
While wand'ring in Deſpair, 
I am to the Deſert led, , 
Expecting to find her there: 
Methinks, in a ſpangled Cloud, 
I fee her enthron'd on high; 
Then to her I cry aloud, 
And labour to reach the Sky. 


When thus I have rav'd a while, 

And weary'd myſelf in vain, 
I lie on the barren Soil, 

And bitterly do complain ; 
'Till Slumber hath quieted me, 

In Sorrow I figh and weep, 
'The Clouds are my Canopy, 

To cover me while I {leep. 


I dream, that my charming Fair 
Is then in my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Treſſes of golden Hair 
Are on the fair Pillow ſpread ; 
Then this does my Paſſion inflame, 
I ſtart, and no longer can lie; 
Ah! Sy/via, art thou not to blame, 
To ruin a Lover? I cry. 


Grim King of the Ghoſts be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 
My languiſhing Life to you 
A Tribute 1 freely pay ; 
To the Eliſian Shades I poſt, 
In hopes to be freed from Care, 
Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 
Is hoviing in the Air. 


Sox 
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Sonc CCX. Tig my Glory, &c. 


, IS my Glory to adore ye, 
You're ſo charming, O my Deareſt ! 
y ſhou'd I of Fate complain ? 
The' I'm not the happieſt Swain, 
Still, ſtill I'm the ſincereſt. 
Evermore I'll adore thee, O my Deareſt ? 


How tormenting is the Paſſion, 

When our Hopes are all in vain, 
Thus to gaze on one ſo fair, 
Makes amends for all my Care, 

Still, ſtill, I'm the ſincereſt. 
Evermore I'll adore thee, O my Faireſt 


Sonc CCXI. O lovely Charmer, 


Elia the charming, 

My Fancy's Darling, 

All Hopes diſarming, 
Crofles the Main; 

Since we muſt ſever, 

Farewel for ever, 

'Thou greateſt Pleaſure, 
Thou greateſt Pain. 


No Beauty ſhall move me, 

If you will love me, 

Or if you approve me, 
E'er ſhall again; 

On this rely ing. 

Tho' you are flying, 

Yet when I'm dying 
Fil figh your Name. 

Youth and Defire 

Will fan the Fire, 

And make me aſpire 
To all your Gain, 
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Go then and leave me, 
*Ere you deceive me, 
Death muſt relieve me, 
And eaſe my Pain. - 


Song CCXII. Hark, away, *tis the merry- 
| tun'd Horn. 


Olly Souls that are gen'rous and free, 

And true Vot'ries to Bacchus will be, 
o great Pacchus' Shrine let's repair, 

And a Bottle or two offer there. 


CHORUS. 


FE xempt from Exciſe, our Joys higher viſe, 
Still drinking, neer thinking of what is to t 
Our Bottle at Night gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns al the droauſj Fatigues of the Day. 


Let the griping old Uſurer pine, 

Let the Lover call P-:{/;s — 

Let each Man what he fancies command, 

My Delight's in my Bottle and Friend. 
Exempt from, &C. 


O what Joy from the Bottle there ſprings, 

It can make us greater than Kings; 

If our Spirits by Grief are oppreis d, 

Vine alone can procure us ſome Reſt. 
Exempt from, &C. 


Great Influence has Wine over Love, 

And the coy can make kinder to prove ; 

Jno' the Nymph very lighting denies, 

I* diſcovers the Iruth in her Eyes. 
Exempt from, &c. 


It can make us all Heroes in brief, 
And the Wretched forget all his Grief ; 
It inſpires the Galant and Brave, 

And Freedom can give to the Slave. 


CA O- 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY, 197 


CHORUS. 


Exempt from Exciſe, our Joys higher riſe, 
Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay; 
Our Bottle at Night gives us Toy and Delight, 
And drowns all the drowſy Fatigues of the Day. 


Song CCXIII. To you who live at heme, &c. 


O you who live at home at Eaſe, 
And revel in Delight; 
e Mariners that fail the Seas, 
Befriended by a gentle Breeze, 
To you we thas indite. 
Let all your Perturbations die, 
Your private Feuds allay 
Let ev'ry Animoſity 
For ever in Oblivion lie, 
Now we are gone to Sea. 
When forked Light'ning flies amain, 
And Thunder ſplits our Maſt, 
Think then what Dangers we ſuſtain, 


Compell'd by you to croſs the Main, 
For human Frailties paſt, 


I _ to ſee my Dear once more, 
Tho* I my Voy'ge purſue ; 

Tho' Winds unite, and Billows roar, 

To waſt me from Britannia's Sherc, 
F'l be for ever true. 


I neither dread the War's Alarms, 
Nor poiſon'd 7:d/an Dart; 

But while engag'd in hoſtile Arms, 

III be infpird by M's Charms. 
With whom I leave my Heart. 

When having ſuffer'd an Exile, 
And favour'd by the Wind, 

Enrich'd with Carolina's Spoil, 

And coaſting for my native Iile, 
Perhaps ſhe'll then prove Kind. 
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Soxs CCXIV. Sweet are the Charms of 
her I love. * 


T is not, Celia, in our Pow'r, 
To ſay how long our Love will laſt ; 
le may be, we, within this Hour, 
May loſe the Joys we now do taſte : 
The Bleſſed, that Immortal be, 
From Change in Love are only free. q 


'Then, fince we mortal Lovers are, 
Aſk not how long our Love will laſt ; 
But while it does, let us take Care 
Each Minute be with Pleaſure patſt : 
Were it not Madneſs to deny 
Jo live, becauſe we're ſure to die? 


Fear not, tho' Love and Beauty fail, 
My Reaſon ſhall my Heart direQ ; 
Your Kindneſs now fhall then prevail, | 

And Paſſion turn into Reſpect: - 
Celia, at worſt, you'll, in the End, 
Put change a Lover for a Friend. 


Sono CCXV. Chloe, a Coquet, &c. 


Hoc, a Coquet, in her Prime, 
The vaineſt, fickleſt Thing alive; 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time 
Marries, and doats at forty-five. 


So Wenther-cocks, that for a while 
Have veer'd about with ev'ry Blait, 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


So Nx 
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Song CCXVI. Would Fate to me Belinda 


give. 


OU meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our Eyes, 

More with your Number than your Light. 
Like common People of the Skies, 
What are you when the Moon Goth riic ? 


You Violets, that firit appear, 
By your fine purple Mantlcs known, 
Like the proud Virgins of the Year, 
A if the Spring were all your own; 
What are you when the Roſe is blown ? 


You warbliag Chanters of the Wood, 
Who fill our Ears with Nature's Lays, 
Thinking your Paſſion's underſtood 
By meaner Accents ; what's your Praiſe, 
When Philomel her Voice doth raile ? 


You glorious Trifles of the Eat, 
Whoſe Eſtimations Fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, Rubies, Saphires, and the reit 
Of glitt'ring Gems; what is your Praile, 
When the. bright D!mond ſhews his Rays? 


So when my Princeſs ſhall be ſeen, 
In Beauty of her Face and Mind, 
By Virtue firſt, then Choice, a Queen ; 
Tell me, if ſhe were not deſfign'd 

Th' Eclipſe and Glory of her Kind. 


The Roſe, the Violet, the whole Spring, 
Unto her Breath for Sweetnels run ; 
The Di'mond's darken'd in the Ring, 
If the appear, the Moon's undone, 
As in the Preſence of the Sun. 
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Sons CCXVIII. Black Foak. 


Nſpir'd by Int'reſt, Paſſions, or Whims, 
Wha: one calls Meat, t'other Poiſon eſteems. 
How Tancies, like Faces, various prove: 
If Sens of Bacchus ſo oft diſagree 
In Choice of Liquors, then why may not we 
Fire divers and ſundry Objects of Love. 
A irce-bern Briton, each Man may delight, 
As pleaſes him moſt, in Jokes. black or white; 
Bat, like a dull jeſt, 
io me re the reſt, 
In Country and Town, 
Compar'd with the brown, 
The nut-brown that might captive a Jove. 


If Virtue the middlemoſt Station claims, 
And Danger lies moſt in diſtant Extreams, 
How ſic, how charming then is my Choice? 
The nut-brown Joke, not a Saturn, nor Sol, 
Invites my Senſes and raptures my Soul; 
The temp'rate Zone! a Canaan of Joys ! 
To all other Jokes for ever adieu; 
Ike brown that conquers can keep me true, 
Fow ſweet is the Yoke 
T9 a nut-brown Jake ! 
To Bounds ſuch as this, 
Conſinement's a Blils ; 
Ard all other earthly Manna cloys. 
Nor Spier mr of Courts, nor warlike Alarms, 
AG me m my Flerella's Arms, 
Jr ni. ke Imprethons in my Mind. 
i! {rvwb at ev'ry rival Fair, 
„r For:un?, at Fame, and anxious Care, 
We my Fhrella's true and kind. 
0 M.gick has ſo mighty a Force, 
Put: Perſon and Heart, for better and worſe, 
In a Circle to lock, 
As her nut-brown Joke, 
Where 
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Where _— are loſt, 
And Pleaſures engroſt, 
Where Soul and their Paradiſe find. 


Song CCXIX. The Sun was juſt ſetting, 
c. 


HE Sun was juſt ſetting, the Reaping was done, 
And over the Common I tripp'd it alone; 
Then whom ſhould I meet, but young Dick of our 
Town, 
Who ſwore, ere I went I ſhould have a green Gown 
He preſs'd me, I flumbPd | 
He pujh'd me, I tumbld, 
He kiſs d me, I grumbld; 
But fill he kiſs'd en: 
Then roſe, and went from me, as ſcon as he'd done, 
If he be mt hamper'd for ſerving me e, 
May I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbPd and jumbl d, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 


Before an old Juſtice I ſummon'd the Spark, 

And how do you think I was ferv'd by his Clark ; 

He pull'd out his Ink-horn, and aſk'd me his Fee, 

You now ſhall relate the whole Buſineſs, quoth he. 
He preſs'd me, &c. 


The Juſtice then came, tho' grave was his Look, 
Seem'd to wiſh I wou'd kiſs him inſtead of the Book ; 
He whiſper'd his Clark, then leaving the Place, 
I was had to his Chamber to open my Cale. 

He pre/s'd me, &C. 
I went to our Parſon to make my Complaint, 
He look'd like a Bacchus, but preach'd like a Saint 
He ſaid, We ſhould ſoberly Nature refreſh ; 
Then ten times he urg'd me to humble the Fleſk. 

He preſs'd me, I flumbPd, 

He puſb d me, I tumbl'd, 
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He kiſs'd me, I grumbPd; 
But /lill he Riſi'd on; 
Then roſe, and went from me, as ſoon as be'd done. 
If he be not hamper'd for ſerving me jo, 
May I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbl d and jumli'd, 
ere wer, wherever go. 


Sowa CCXX. Nen eſi wage. 


Come, my faireſt Treaſure, 
To ſeize the 8 
ure 


ith thee is ev'ry Plea 
Beyond expreſſing. 

The Spring, when Flow'rs are blooming, 

| And ev'ry Sweet perfuming, | 

| Your Bloom ſurpaſſes. Da Cage 


Song CCXXI. FWelcome, welcome, Brother 
Debtor. 


Elcome, welcome, Brother Debtor, 
To this poor, but merry Place, 
Where no Bailiff, Dun, nor Setter, 
Dares to ſhew his frightful Face. 
But, kind Sir, as you're a Stranger, 
Down your Garniſh you mult pay, 
Or your Coat will be in Danger, 
You muſt either ſtrip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your Confinement 
From your Children or your Wife ; 
Wiſdom lies in true Reſignment, 
Through the various Scenes of Life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt Reſentment, 
Tho' beneath the Frowns of Fate; | 
Enaves and Beggars find Contentment, | 
Fears ard Cares attend the Great 
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Tho' our Creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reſtrain our Bodies here, 
We will make a Gaol delightful, 

Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 
Every Iſland's but a Priſon, 

Strongly guarded by the Sea, 
Kings and Princes for that Reaſon 

Pris'ners are as well as we. 


What made the Great Alexander 
Weep at his unfriendly Fate ? 
"Twas becauſe he could not wander, 
Beyond this World's ſtrong Priſon Gate. 
The World itſelf is ſtrongly bounded, 
By the Heavens and Stars above, 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing tree but Love ? 


SoN G CCXXII. Zou pretty Birgs, 


OU pretty Birds that fit and ſung 
Amidſt the ſhady Valleys, 
And ſee how ſweetly P#+://is walks 
Within her guarded Alleys : 

Go, pretty Birds, unto her Bow'r, 
Sing, pretty Birds, ſhe may not low's ; 
For fear my faireſt Phillis frown, 

Jau pretty Wantons, warble. 
Go, tell her thro' your chirping Bills, 
As you by me arc bidden, 
To her is only known my Love, 
V hich from the World is hidden: 
Go, pretty Birds, and tell her ſo, 
Sce tnat your Notes fall not too low : 
For fear my faireſt Phillis frown, 
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Co tune your Voices, Harmony, 
And fing I am her Lover ; 

*t:ain low and high, that ev'ry Note 
With ſweet Conſent may move her 

"Cecil her, it is her Lover true, 

nat ſendeth Love by you and you. 
Ah me! methinks I ſee her frown, 
You pretty Wantons, warble. 


Fly, pretty Birds, and in your Bills 
Bear me a loving Letter 
Unto my faireſt Phillis, and 
With your ſweet Mufick greet her : 
Go, pretty Birds, unto her hie, 
Ilan pretty Birds, unto her fly. 
Ah me! metbinks I fee her frown, 
You pretty Wanrtors, avarble. 
And if yer find ber ſadly ſet, 
Aber: her ſweetly chant it, 
Unt. ſhe $iirg raiſe her Head, 
Ne'er c:3'e anti! ſhe grant it: 
Go, prev Birds, and tell her I, 
As you have dere, will to her fly. 
Ah me ! methinks I fte her frown, 
Yeu pretty N antens, ævarble. 


Sox a CCXXII. Gentle touch the ewarbling 


Lure. 


OU I love, by all that's true, 
More than all Things here below; 
Wich a Pleaſure far more great 

Than &er Creature loved vet; 

And yet ſtill you cry, forbear, 

Love no more, or love rot here. 


” 
Bid the Miter leave his Ore, 
EA the Wretched fgh no mere; 
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Bid 
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Bid the Old be young , 
Bid the Nun not think of Man: 
Sylvia, when thou this can do, 
Bid me then not think of you. 


Love's not a Thing of Choice, but Fate ; 
What makes me love, makes you to hate: 
Sylvia, then do what you will, 

Eaſe, or cure, torment, or kill ; 

Be kind, or cruel, falſe, or true.. 

Love I muſt, and none but you. 


Song CCXXIV. Come, let us prepare. 


Hat a Pother of late 
Have they kept in the State, 
About ſetting our Conſciences free : 
A Bottle has more 
Diſpenſations in ſtore 
Than the King and the State can decree. 


When my Head's full of Wine, 
I o'erflow with Deſign, 
And know no penal Laws that can curb me: 
What'er I deviſe 
Seems good in my Eyes, 
And Religion ne'er dares to diſturb me. 


No ſaucy Remorſe 

Intrudes in my Courſe, . 
Nor unpertinent Notions of Evil; 

So tnere's Claret in ſtore, 

In Peace I've my Whore, 
And in Peace I jog on to the Devil. 


Song CCXXY. Fair Iris I love, &c. 


Air is I love, and I hourly die, 

But not for a Lip, nor a languiſhin? Lye ; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agrec, 
For I am as fallc and as fickie as is; 
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We neither believe what either can fay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray. 


Tis civil to hear, and ſay Things of Courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe ; 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

J think not of [r:is, nor [is of me; 

The Legend of Love no Couple can find, 

So eaſy to part, or ſo equally join'd. 


Songs CCXXVI. A trifling Song you ſhall 


ear, 


HE Sun was now withdrawn, 
The Shepherds home were ſped, 
The Moon wide o'er the Lawn 
Her filver Mantle ſpread, 
When Damn ſtay'd behind, 
And ſaunter'd in the Grove: 


Will nc'er a Nymph be kind, 


And give me Love for Love ? 


Oh ! thoſe were golden Hours, 
When Love, devoid of Care, 
In all Arcadia's Bow'rs 
Lodg'd Nymphs and Swains by Pairs, 
Put now from Wocd and Plain 
Flies ev'ry iprightly Lals ; 
No Jovs for me remain, 
In Shades, or on the Graſs. 


The winged Boy draws near, 

And thus the Swain reproves : 
Waile Beauty revell'd here, 

My Game lay in the Groves : 
At Court I never fail 
Io ſcatter round my Arrows, 
Men fail as thick as Hail, 
Ard Maicens love like Sparrows, 


Then 
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Then, Swain, if me you need, | 
Strait lay your Sheep-hook down, 
Throw by your Oaten Reed, 
And haſte away to 'Town : 
So well 'm known at Court, 
None ask where Cupid dwells, 


But readily reſort 
To B 1's or . — 1s. 


Songs CCXXVII. Young Virgins love 
Pleaſure. 


Ome Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heirs and Muſicians, 
Away, and in Troops to the Jubilee jog ; 
Leave Diſcord and Death to the College-Phyſicians, 
Let the Vig'rous whore on, and the Impotent flog : 
Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 
And of ev'ry Trangreſſion her Lord will forgive ye, 


Indulgencies, Pardons, and ſuch holy Lumber 
As cheap are there now as our Cabbages grown ; 
Whilſt muſty old Relicks of Saints, without Number, 
For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhown : 
Theſe, were you an Atheiſt, wou'd needs overcome je, 
That firſt were made Martyrs, and afterwards Mummy. 


They'll ſhew you the River ſo ſung by the Poet, 
With the Rock from whence Mortals were knock'd 
on the Head: 
They'i! ſhew the Place too, as ſome will avow it, 
Where once a She-Pope was brought fairly to bed: 
Fer which, ever ſince, to prevent Interloping, 
In a Chair her Succeſſors {till ſuffer a Groping. 


What a Sight 'tis to ſee the gay Idol accouter'd 
With Mitre and Cope, and two Keys by his Side. 

| Be his Infide what 'twill, yet the Pomp of his outward 
Shews Servus Ser worum no Hater of Pride. 

T hoſe Keys into Heav'n will ſurely admit ye, 

As the Clerks of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 


What 
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What a Sight 'tis to ſee the Old Man in Proceſſion, 
Thro' ; a in ſuch Pomp as the Cæſars did ride 7 
Here ſcatt'ring her Pardons, there crofling and bleſſing, 

With all his ſhav'd ſpiritua! Trainband by his Side, 
As Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, 
From rev'rend Arch-bithops, to roſy Arch-deacons. 


There for your Diverſion, the more to regale ye, 
Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll ſee ; 
Men who much ont-warble your am'rous Fideli, 
And make ye mere Fools of Ballaam and L' {bee ; 
And to ſhew you how fond they're to kiſs Vora, Manus, 
Each Padre turns Pimp, and all Nuns Caurtexana's. 


And when you've ſome Months at old Pa$z/az been-2, 
And on Panders and Punks all your Rhino is ſpent ; 
And when you have ſeen all that's there to be ſeen-a 
You'll return, not ſo rich, tho' as wiſe as you went: 
And *twill be but ſmall Comfort, after ſo much Expence-a, 
That your Heirs will do ſo juſt a hundred Years hence-a. 


Son CCXXVIII. Waft me, ſome ſoft and 
cooling Brexe. 


Elinda's bleſs'd with every Grace ; 

See Beauty triumphs in her Face : 
Jer Charms ſuch lively Rays diſplay, 
They kindle Darkneſs into Day. 
When ſhe appears, all Sorrow flies, 
And Gladneſs ſparkles in our Eyes: 
Around her wait the flutt'ring Loves, 
When graceful in the Dance the moves, 


Song CCXXIX. Greenwood Tree. 


Pon Clarinda's panting Breaſt 
The happy Strephon lay, 
With Love and Beauty jointly preſt 
To paſs the Time away. 


Fref{h 
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* Freſh Raptures of tranſporting Love 
a Struck all his Senſes dumb, 
3 He envy'd not the Pow'rs above, 


Nor all the Joys to come. 


As Bees around the Garden rove, 
To fetch their Treaſures home, 
. So Strephon trac'd the Fields of Love, 
5 To fill her Honey - comb: 
Her ruby Lips he kiſs'd and preſt, 
From whence all Joys derive ; 
Then humming round her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Strait crept into. her Hive. 


(s, 


* Soo CCXXX. Tibby bas a Store of 
” Charms. 


Thby has a Store of Charms, 
Her genty Shape our Fancy warms ; 
How ſtrangely can her ſma* white Arms 
4 Fetter the Lad who looks at her ? | 
Frae'er Ancle to her ſlender Waiſte, 
'Theſe Sweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; | 
Her roſy Cheeks, and riſing Breaſt, 
Gar ane's Mouth guſh bowt fu“ o' Water. 


Nells gawſy, ſaft, and gay, 
Freſh as the lucken Flow'rs in May; 
Ilk ane that ſees her cries, Ab hey ? 
She's bonny ! O I wonder at her ! 
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek 
And Limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her; 
Her Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin ſae fleck, 
Gar mony Mouths beſide mine Water. 


Now ſtrike my Finger in a Bore, 
My Wyſon with the Maiden Shore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 
When theſe twa Stars appear thegither. 
O Love! why doſt thou gre thy Fires 
Sae large, while we're oblig'd to neither? 
Our ſpacious Sauls immenſe Deſires, 
And ay be in a hankering Swither. T:bby's 


210 THE VOCAL MISCELLANY, 


Tibby's Shape and Airs are fine, 
And Ne/h's Beauties are divine: 
But fince they canna baith be mine, 
Ye Gods, give ear to my Petition. 
Provide a gocd Lad for the tane, 
But let it be with this Proviſion, 
I get the other to my lane, 


In Proſpect plans and Fruition. 


Sons CCXXXI. With tuneful Pipe, and 


merry Glee. 


S Sparabella penſive lay, 
In dreary Shade along, 
\ 1th woful Mood, the Love-lorn Maid 
Tkns wail'd in plaining Song. 
The Tears, torth ſtreaming from her Eyes, 
Adown her Cheeks fait flow : 
Her Eyes, which now no longer ſhine, 
Her Cheeks no longer glow. 


Ah! well-a-day ! does Calin then 
Make Mock of all my Smart ? 
Has he fo ſoon forgot his Vows, 
Which won my Maiden Heart? 
Ah witleſs Damſel! why did I 
So ſoon myſelf reſign ? 
Ah! why didſt thou, falſe Shepherd, ſay, 
Thy Heart ſhould ſtill be mine? 


Oh! Calin, Calin, call to mind 
What you to me did ſay, 

As we in yonder Field were laid 
Beneath the cocking Hay; 

Whilſt tenderly I ſtroak'd thy Checks, 
My Apron o'er thee ſpread, 

Snatch'd haſty Kiſſes from thy Lips, 
And lull'd thy leaning Head. 


Did you not ſwear, that Hounds ſhou'd firſt 
With tim'rous Hares unite ; 

The Fox with Geeſe, with Lambs the Dog, 
And with the Hen the Kite: 
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The Moon (that roves like thee) ſhould fail, 
The Stars benighted prove, 

The Sun (that burns like me) ſhou'd ceaſe 
To ſhine, &er thou to love ? 


Oh] then let wide Confuſion reign, 
The Hound with Hares unite ; 

The Fox with Geeſe, with Lambs the Dog, 
And with the Hen the Kite : 

Thou Sun, no more with Glory ſhine, 
Ye Stars, extinguiſh'd be ; 

Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Earth, 
For Colin's falſe to me. | 


The Damſel thus, with Eyes brim-full, 
Rehears'd her piteous Woes, 

When ſhe perceiv'd her fading Life 
Draw near, alas! its Cloſe. 

But firſt, forewarn'd by me, poor Maid ! 
Ah! Maid no more, ſhe cry'd, 

Ye Laſſes all, ſhun flatt'ring Swains; 
Then clos'd her Eyes, and dy'd. 


Song CCXXXII. I am a jolly Bowler. 


Am a jolly Huntſman, 
1 My Voice is ſhrill and clear, 
ell known to drive the Stag, 
And the drooping Dogs to chear. 
And a hunting abe will go, will go, will go, 
And à hunting we will go. 


I leave my Bed betimes, 
Before the Morning grey, 

Let looſe my Dogs, and mount a Horſe, 
And hollow, Come away. 

Ard a hunting, &C. 


The Game's no ſooner rous'd, 
But in ruth the chearful Cry, 
Thro' Buſh and Brake, o'er Hedge and Stake, 
The frighted Bcalt does fly. | 
And à bunting, &C. 1 
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In vain he flies to Covert, 
A num'rous Pack purſue, 
That never ceaſe to trace his Steps, 
Ev'n tho” they*ve loſt the View. 
And à hunting, &C. 


To Scentabell, hark ! he calls, 
And faithful Finder joins ; 
Whip in the Dogs, my merry Rogues 
And give your Horſe the Reins. x 
And a hunting, &C. 


Hark ! forward how they go, 

The View they'd loſt they gain; 
Tantivy, high and low, 

Their Legs and Throats they ſtrain 
Aud a hunting, &C. | 


Now ſweetly, in full Cry, 
Their various Notes they join ; 

Gods! what a Concert's here, my Lads f 
”Tis more than half divine. 

Ard à hunting, &c. 


The Woods, Rocks, and Mountains, 
Delighted with the Sound, 

To neighb'ring Dales and Fountains, 
Repeating, deal it round. 

Ard a hunting, &c. 


A glorious Chaſe it is, 
We drove him many a Mile, 


O'er Hedge and Ditch, we go thro? Stitch, 


And hit off many a Foil. 
Aud a hunting, &c. 


And yet he runs it ſtoutly, 

How wide, how ſwift he trains ! 
With what a Skip he took that Leap, 
And ſcow'rs it o'er the Plains! 
Aud a hunting, &c. 
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See, how our Horſes foam, 
The Dogs begin to droop ; 
The winding Horn, on Shoulder born, 
"Tis time to chear em up. 
And a hunting, &C. [Sound Tantivy, 


Hark! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Chear up, my merry Dogs all; 
To Tatler, hark! he holds it ſmart, 

And anſwers ev'ry Call. 
And a hunting, &C. 


Co, Co, there, Drunkard, Snowball, 
Gadzooks ! whip Bomer in; 

We'll die th” Place, ere quit the Chaſe, 
Till we've mace the Game our own. 

And a hunting, &e. 


Up yonder Steep I'll follow, 
Beſet with craggy Stones; 

My Lord cries, 2 you Dog, come back, 
Or elſe you'll break your Bones. 

And a hunting, &c. 


Huzzah ! he's almoſt down, 
He begins to ſlack his Courſe, 

He pants for Breath ; I'll in at's Death, 
Tho' I ſhould kill my Horſe. 

And a hunting, &C. 


See, now he takes the Moors, 
And ſtrains to reach the Stream; 
He leaps the Flood, to cool his Blood, 
And quench his thirſty Flame. 
Ard a hunting, &C. 


He ſcarce has touch'd the Bank, 
The Cry bounce finely in, 

And ſwiftly ſwim a-croſs the Stream, 
And raite a glorious Din, 

Ard a hunting, &c. 


Has 
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Hi in to fail, 

Ir Wink ant Speed are gone, 
He ſtands at Bay, and gives em Play, 


He can no longer run. 
And a hunting, &C. 


: 


FRY AM, 


Old Hector long behind, ; 
By Uſe and Nature bold, „ An 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, ; 
But ſoon is flung from's Hold. | 
And a hunting, &C. 1 g 
m 

He traverſes his Ground, 
Advances and retreats, e 
Gives many Hound a mortal Wound, She 
And long their Force defeats. 
And a hunting, &c. : 
He bounds, and ſprings, and ſnorts, | Til 
He ſhakes his branched Head : 1 
Tis ſafeſt, fartheſt off, I ſee, Io 
Poor Talley is lain dead. W. 


And a hunting, &C. 


Vain are Heels and Antlers, 

With ſuch a Pack ſet round, 
Spite of his Heart, ſeize ev'ry Part, 
| And pull him fearleſs down. 
| And à hunting, &c. 


Ha! dead, ware, dead, whip off, 
And take a ſpecial Care; 

Diſmount with Speed, and cut his Throat, 
Leſt they his Haunches tear. 

Aud a hunting, &C. 


The Sport is ended now, 
We're laden with the Spoil ; 
At home we paſs, we talk o' th' Chaſe, 
 Ofer-paid for all our Toil. 
And a bunting, &C, 
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Song CCXXXIII. As Tippling Fobn, 


Rom White's and Wills, 
To purling Rills, 

he Love- ſick Strephon flies; 

There, full of Woe. 

His Numbers flow, 

And all in Rhime he dies. 


The fair Coquet, 

With feign'd Regret, 
Invites him back to Town; 

* But when in Tears 

The Youth appears, 

dhe meets him with a Frown. 


Full oft the Maid 

> This Prank had play'd, 
Till angry Strephon ſwore ; 
And, what is ſtrange, 

| Tho' loth to change, 
:Wou'd never ſee her more. 


Song CCXXXIV. Lzllibulero, 


HE Soldier disbanded, and forc'd for to beg, 
May talk of his Wars, and his Suff rings ſo hard; 
gut tho* ſeam'd o'er with Scars, and with never a Leg, 
His Wants we negle&, nor his Courage regard; 
And the Laſs that is poor 
Is ſent for a Whore, 
Vith Hemp and with Hammer to make her Complaint ; 
But if you have Money, 
All Honours are done ye, 
\ Coward's a Hero, a Whore is a Saint. 


Song CCXXXV. By the Mole, &c. 

DD the Toaſt of your Health, when full Bumpers go 
D down, 

dy the am'rous Maſquerade Beaus of the Town, 

y the powder'd pert Fop, and the ruſtick dull Clown, 


I prithee now hear me, dear Chloe. 
By 
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By the Pink of the Mode, which the Fair ſo adore, 

By the Pride of the Sex, when their Smiles we implore, 
By the Charms of your Dreſs, and the Force of its Pow'r. 
1 prithee, &c. 

By the Poſy diſplay'd on your Ring, or your Gazter, 

By your delicate Snuff-Box enamelPd much ſmarter, 

By the Je-ne. ſcay- guay, when your Captives cry, Quarter, 
T pritbee, &c. 

By the ſimpering Dimple your Smiling diſcovers, 

By the ogling Glance when you captivate Lovers, 

By the coquetting Belles who cenſure all others. 
I prithee, &c. 

By that Circle your Hoop, which ſuch Charms does in- 

cloſe, 

By your killing bright Eyes, and your aquiline Noſe, 

By the Death they commit, when a Spark you de poſe. 
pritbee, &c. 

By your Lips ſo ambroſial, and Boſom ſo fair, 


By your Parrot's fine Prattle, which charms your fine Ear, | 


By the gen'rous Sylphs who make you their Care. 
T prithee, &c. 
By your Lilly-white Hands, and Fingers ſo pretty, 
By your exquiſite Genius, facetious and witty, 
By all the gay Fancies deſcrib'd in this Ditty. 
I prithee new hear me, dear Chloe. 


Sons CCXXXVI. Thomas, I cannot. 
Like a Ship in Storms, was toſt, 
Yet afraid to put into Land ; 
or ſeiz'd in the Port, the Veſſel's loſt, 
Whoſe Treaſure is contraband ; 
The Waves are laid, 


Thus ſafe on Shore, 
I aſk no more, 
My Ali's in my Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, 
My All's in my Poſſeſſon. 
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Song CCXXXVII. Transform'd in Female 
Shape. 


Ransform'd in Female Shape, both old and lame, 
The God Yertumnus to Pomona came; 
ot as when the Goddeſs ſaw all his Charms diſplay d, 
But diſguis'd, he thus addrefs'd the liſt'ning Maid: 
Lovely Goddeſs, ſo divine, 
Guardian of this fruitful Tree, 
A while thy darling Joys decline, 
And lend an Far to Love and me: 
Blooming Beauties ſhould be kind, 
And taſte of Pleaſure while they may; 
For Death is ſure, and Love is blind, 
And Paſlion cools as Love decay. 


While he appear'd thus odious in her Eyes, 
The Goddeis did his Strains deſpiſe; 
But when transform'd, by Pow'r divine, 
Vertumnus did with blooming Beauty ſhine, 
Then ſat Pomona all amaz'd, 
While on her youthful Swain ſhe fondly gaz'd. 
Succeisful happy Charmer, 
"Tis you alone can warm her 
| V ho never lov'd before : 
Be bleſs'd as I can make you, 
I never will forſake you, 
But love you more and more. 


Son CCXXXVIII. Over the Hills, and 
far away. 
Ere I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, 


And in my Arms embraced my Lafs, 
Warm amids eternal Froſt, 


Too ſoon the half Year's Night wou'd paſs. 
Were I fold on Indian Soil, 

Soon as the burning Day was dos'd, 
I wou'd mock che ſultry Toil, | 

r my Charmer's * repoſ d: 
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I wou'd love you all the Day. 
Ev'ry Night we'd kiſs and play, 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Over the Hills, and far away. 


Song CCXXXIX. Peggy grieves me. 


Ince we muſt part, my Love adieu, 
But oh! I die to leave thee! 

our Abſence will my Fears renew, 
And of all Joys bereave me: 

We my Life, to meet again, 
Tho' now we muſt retire ; 

'Then haſte, oh haſte! to eaſe my Pain, 
Leſt I with Grief expire. 


Son G CCXL. The Louvre 


H! tell me no more 
Of the Duty or Vow, 
Change of Condition 

No one can allow ; 

J ſtill muſt importune, 
For all my loſt Fortune, 

Loſt, I know not how ; 
But ſince ſuch ill Chances 
Have often been common, 
That Wealth or a Woman 

W'are fated to loſe ; 

"Tis fit we ourſelves, 

When Mankind doth abuſe, 
Shou'd make as befi's us, 
The beſt of bad Matters 


In Wedlock's Trepan, 1 


By taking Occaſion 
To eaſe our wrong'd Paſſion, 
As well as we can. 


For ſhou'd I complain, 
Twou'd cauſe but Diſdain, 
Since courting of Faſhion 


Mankind will refrain; 


Ba”... a r 


| 
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No more of Love's Paſſion, » 
Since courting of Faſhion 
I'll ne'er love again. 
They are all cruel and unkind, 
And more falſe than the Wind, 
I never more will mind 
Any of their falſe Sex, | 
Tho' never ſo preſſing 
On me for the Bleſſing; * 
And all thoſe Enjoy ments, 
And thoſe great Employ ments, 
Shall me no more vex. 
I'm free fom Confuſion, 
And Mankind's Deluſion 
Shall me no more vex. 


Song CCXLI. Lovely Ruler of my Heart. 


Ovely Ruler of my Heart, 
Queen of all and ev'ry Part, 
Odject of my Soul's Deſire, 
For whoſe Sake I cou'd expire : 
Witneſs all you Gods above, 
That I only live to love, 
That I love but you alone; 
Kindly then my Paſſion crown. 
Queen of my Heart, 
And only Idol of my Sou!, 
I bleſs the Pow'r 
That does my raviſh'd Senſa controul ; 
So mild, ſo gentle is your Reign, 
I gladly wear the pleaſing Chain; 
Such Pride I take your Slave to be, 
J wou'd not, if I cou'd be free. 


Song CCXLII. Bonny Dundee. 


# 1 HE Charge is prepar'd, the Lawyers are met 
The 4 all rang' d. (a terrible Show)! a 


J go undiſmay'd——for Death is a Debt, 
A * on Demand, ſo take what I owe. 
L 2 


| Then 
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Then farewel, my Love, dear Charmer adieu, 
Contented I die- tis better for you: 

Here end Diſputes all the reſt of our Lives, 
For this Way at once I pleaſe all my Wives. 


Song CCXLIII. "Twas chen the Seas were 
roaring. 


Hat's all the World to me, 
Since I muſt pine and die, 
O! whether ſhall I flee, 
To ſhun my Miſery ? 
Cou'd I one Moment have 
Of Peace within my Breaſt, 
I ne'er wou'd ſeek my Grave, 
But think of Happineſs. 


But- that can never be, 
Since I have loſt my All, 
Unleſs my Shepherd he 
Shou'd charm me with his Call. 
F ne'er this Grief once thought, 
When he ſwore ſo ſincere; 
But he has prov'd quite naught, 
And left me weeping here. 


Since Oaths nor Love won't bind 
His fickle Heart I fee, 
Ye Gods above, pray find 
Some other Way for me. 
Then Cupid took his Bow, 
Strait to his Mother went, 
And ask'd if he ſhou'd go 
To fave the Innocent. 


She bid him fly with Speed, 
And uſe his piercing Dart : 
He made the Shepherd bleed, 
By wounding of his Heart : 
He ſtood like one amaz'd, 
Not knowing what to do, 
But cry'd, I ſhall run craz'd, 
And bid the World adieu. 


SON 


re 


8 
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Son 6 CCXLIV. Lumps of Pudding, 


Hus I ſtand, like a Turk with his Doxies all round, 
From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confounds 
For Black, Brown, and Fair his Inconſtancy burns, 
And diff rent Beauties ſubdue him by Turns ; 
Each calls to her Charms, to provoke his Deſires, 
'Tho' willing to all, but with one he retires : 
Then think of this Maxim, and put of all Sorrow, 
The wretched To-Day may be happy To-morrow. 


Song CCXLV. Old Adam, it is true. 


( ) K0 D Adam, it is true, 
No Care in Eden knew, 
"et his Sons live more gay and airy 3 
For he tippled Water, 
While we, who come after, 


Drink Claret and racy Canary, 


Then let each take his Glaſs, 
And drink to his Laſs, 

But ne'er be a Slave unto either; 
For they are —4 wiſe, 


wn yo 
3 and Venus together, 


Wente thus they meet, 
All our Joys are com pleat, 
And our Jollity ne'er can expire; 
They our Faculties warm, 
And us mutually charm, 
While each from the other takes Fire. 


So, CCXLVI. As ſoon as the Chaos, &c. 


S ſoon as the Chaos was made into Form, 
cc 


a Harm, 
L 3 They 
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They quickly did join in a Knowledge divine, 
That the World's chiefeit Bleſſings were Women and 
Wine; 
Since when by Example improving Delights, 
Time governs our Days, Love and Beauty our Nights, 
| Love on then, and drink, 
'Tis a Folly to think 
Of a Myft'ry out of our Reaches ; 
Be moral in Thought, 
To be merry's no Fault, 
Tho? an Elder the contrary preaches : 
For never, my Friends, was an Age of more Vice, 
Than —· I - was would ſeem pious, and Fools would 


Sone CCXLVII. When Sylvia in Bath- 


ing, &c. 
Hen $Sy/via in Bathing her Charms did expoſe, 
The pretty Bocquet ing under her Noſe, 


My Heart is juſt ready to part from my Soul, 
And leap from the Gallery into the Bowl. 
Each Day I provide too 
A Bribe for her Guide too, 
And give her a Crown, 
To bring me the Water where ſhe has ſat down. 
Let ſober Phyſicians think Pumping a Cure; 
That Remedy's doubtful, but Sylvia is ſure. 
The Fidlers I hire to play ſomething ſublime, 
And all the while throbbing, my Heart beats the Time, 
She enters, they flouriſh, and ceaſe. when ſhe goes, 
Thus whom *'tis addreſs'd to ftrait ev'ry one knows. 
Would I were a Vermin 
Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
Or ſery'd as her Guide 
Tho? I ſhew'd, as they do, a damn'd tawny Hide: 
Or elſe like a Pebble at Bottem could lie, 
To ogle her Beauties, how happy were I ! 


þ--- Sox 
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Songs CCXLVIII. Tweed Side. 


LL Nature was ſmiling and gay, 
When firſt my ſweet Nancy I ſaw, 
ow ſwiftly the Hours wing'd away, 
How pleaſant was Scarb'rough Spaw ? 
But fince the ſoft Charmer is gone, 
No raviſhing Comforts remain, 
The Moments drag heavily on, 
Ard Scarborough now gives me Pain. 


When ſhe bath'd, I have ſeen the laſt Wave 
Seem eager the fair one to meet, 

Each wantonly ſtrove which ſhould have 
The Pleaſure of kiſſing her Feet: 

But now, the Sea, ſullen and rough, 
In Murmurs retires from the Shore, 

Ye Waves, you've had Pleaſure enough, 
In claſping the Nymph I adore. 


In the Dance ſhe went ſwimmingly round, 
How nimbly the Fair tripp'd along ! 
What Harmony roſe from the Sound, 
When ſhe chear'd the Long-room with a Song! 
But now, no Delight can I find, 
In Dancing or Muſick, tho' ſweet, 
Gay Yipont's but wakes in my Mind, 
Soft Tranſports I ne'er muſt repeat. 


How nimbly the happy Time flew, 

A Month ſeem'd no more than a Day; 
O why, fince I loy'd her fo true, 

Was I forc'd from my Angel away ! 
No Joys ſhall I here ever find, 

The Long-room's grown a Doelart to me; 
Vipont's but recall to my Mind, 

Sctt Tranſports I ne'er more ſhall ſee. 


L 4 SoxC- 
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Sons CCXLIX. Tolly Roger, Twangdillo. 


OR a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor, 
I procure a ſmart Woman with Pence, 
or a Shop-keeper ready to ſhut up his Door, 
A rich Maukin without common Senſe ; 
For Beaus batter'd and old, 
State Miſſes with Gold, 
Tho' toothleſs as my Grandmother ; 
For a Fellow damn'd leud, 
An affected rich Prude ; | 
For like Tallies they hit one another, Trvangdille. 


Any Maid who undutiful Parents has got, 
Or a Guardian too rigid upon her, 
Any worn-out Miſtreſs who'd wed and be thought 
A Woman of Virtue and Honour ; 
Any Widow in want 
Of a ſturdy Gallant, 
Any Wife of her Huſband quite fick, 
To their Wiſhes I grant 
A Supply in the Nick 


Thus I pimp, Sir, with Spirit and Honour, Tawange:/!s, 
Song CCL. How diſmals the Lover's Con- 


dition. 
OW diſmal's the Lover's Condition, 
When Cruelty governs the Fair ! 
hen the proper, the only Phyſician, 
Infults o'er her Servant's Deſpair ! 

His Suff rings afford her a Pleaſure, 
Increafing the more he complains ; 
The more that he doats on his Treaſure, 
The faſter ſhe binds him in Chains. 

The faſter, &c. . 
Reſiſtleſs, all- conquering Creature 
Diſdain not to az, From you cauſe: 


O prove not a Rebel to Nature / 
Nor laugh at Love's ſovereign Laws. Again 
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Againſt your own ſelf it is Treaſon, 
To torture a Heart that is thine : 
My Heart is your own; and what Reaſan 
he Pain ſhould longer be mine? 
The Pain, &c. 


Yet deep, tho' the Darts of your Beauty 


Have wounded the Heart of your Swain, 
I think it both Pleaſure and Duty, 

To court and to ſuffer the Pain. 
Delightful's the true Lover's Anguiſh ; 


In craving, it ever contents ! 

'Tis Torture to pine and to languiſh, 
But pleaſes the while it contents ! 
But pleaſes, &c. 


Song CLI. Bacchus one Day gaily ftriding, 


Aireſt Iſle, all Ifles excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures, and of 

enus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 

And forſake her Cyprian Groves. 
Cupid, from his fav'rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove, 
Jealouſy, that poiſons | 

And Deſpair that dies for Love. 


Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining ; 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love ; 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove. 
Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful ev'ry Nymph ſhall prove; 
And as theſe excel in uty, 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 
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Song CCLII. Troy had a Breed of brave 
ſtout Men. 


RO had a Breed of brave ſtout Men, 
Yet Greece made ſhift to rout her, 
"Cauſe each Man drank as much as ten, 
And thence grew ten times ſtouter. 
Tho' Hector was a Trojan true 
As ever Ppifs'd gainſt Wall, Sir, 
Achilles bang'd him black and blue, 
For he drank more than all, Sir. 


Let Bacchus be our God of War, 
We ſhall fear nothing then, Boys ; 
We'll drink all dead, and lay em to Bed, 
And, if they wake not conquered, 
We'll drink em dead again, Boys: 
Nor were the Grecians only fam'd 
For Drinking and for Fighting ; 
| For he that drank, and wa'n't aſham'd, 
Was ne'er aſham'd o's Writing. 
He that will be a Soldier then, 
Or Wit, muſt drink good Liquor, 
It makes baſe Cowards fight like Men, 
And roving "Thoughts 5 quicker : 
Let Bacchus be both God of War, 
And God of Wit, and then, Boys, 
We'll drink and fight, and drink and write, 
And if the Sun ſet with his Light, 
We'll drink him up again, Boys, 


Song CCLIIL Believe my Sighs, my Tears, 
my Dear. 


O, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs, 
Salute a Virgin's Hand ; 

Go, ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs 

Thou doſt not underſtand : 
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Go, for in thee, methinks, I find 
(Tho' 'tis not half ſo bright) 

An Emblem of her beauteous Mind, 
By Nature clad in White. 


Securely thou may'ſt touch the Fair, 
Whom few ſecurely can; 

May'ſt preſs her Breaſt, her Lip, her Hair, 
Or wanton with her Fan; 

May'ſ coach it with her, to and fro, 
From Maſquerade to Plays ; 

Ah! could'ſt thou hither come and go, 
To tell me what ſhe ſays ! 


Go then, and when the Morning Cold 
Shall nip her Lilly Arm, 

Do thou (oh! might I be ſo bold!) 
With Kiſſes make it warm. 

But when thy gloſly Beauty's o'er, 
When all thy Charms are gone, 

Return to me, I'll love thee more 
Than c'er I yet have done. 


Sox CCLIV. Sweet if you love me, &c. 


On't you teize me, let me go, 
Let me go, let me go; 
O! pray now, Dear now, let me go: 
So cloſe you preſs, ſo warm you glow, 
What "tis you mean I do not know, 
But fear you are reſolv'd to let me go, let me go, 
Reſolv'd to force a Maid to marry. 


Sweet, if you love me, let me go, 
Let me go, tet me go, 
Sweet, if you love me, let me go: 
If longer thus you ogling ſtand, 
Hang on my Waiſt, and ſqueeze my Hand, 
I fear I ſhall conſent to let me go, let me go, 
I fear I ſhall conſent to marry. 
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Songs CLV. In a dark filent ſhady 


Greve. 


N a dark filent ſhady Grove, 
[| Fit for the Delights of Love, 

s on Corinnas Breaft I panting lay, 
My right Hand playing with & cetera. 
A thouſand Words and amorous Kiſſes 
Prepar'd us both to more ſubſtantial Bliſſes ; 
And thus the haſty Moments ſlipp'd away, 
Loft in the Tranſport of & cetera. 


She bluſh'd to ſee her Innocence betray'd, 

And the ſmall Oppoſition ſhe had made, 

Yet hugg'd me cloſe, and with a Sigh did ſay, 
Once more, my Dear, once more, & cetera. 


But O! the Pow'r to pleaſe this Nymph was paſt! 
Too violent a Flame can never laſt ; 

So we remitted to another Day 

The Proſecution of & cetera. 


Song CCLVI. Chloe, you may boaſt 4 
Feature. 


Hile on thoſe lovely Looks I gaze, 
To ſee a Wretch purſuing, 
In Raptures of a bleſs'd Amaze, 
This pleafing happy Ruin. 


"Tis not for Pity that I move, 
His Fate is too afpiring, 
Whoſe Heart is broke with a Load of Love 
Dies wiſhing and admiring. 
But if this Murder you'd forego, 
Your Slave from Death removing, 
| Let me your Art of Charming know, 
Or leave you mine of Loving. 
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But whether Life or Death betide, 
In Love 'tis equal Meaſure, 

The Victor lives with empty Pride, 
The Vanquiſh'd die with Pleaſure. 


Sons CLVII. Here's a Health to thoſe 
Men. 


Ere's a Health to thoſe Men 
H That go with us again 
o chuſe Knights that can afford, Sir, 
To ſerve without Penſion, 
Or other Pretenſion, | 


But juſt and right is the Word, Sir. 


As for thoſe that have Pay, 
We have little to ſay ; 
Let the Soldier live by his Sword, Sir : 
We're for them that are known 
To have Lands of their own, 
And juſt and right is the Word, Sir. 


Should we chuſe the Court Tools, 
They will call us all Fools, 

Tho' a double Saint and a Lord, Sir; 
We are ſure we can truſt 
To the Right and the Juft, 

For juſt and right is the Word, Sir. 


Then take off your Glaſs fair, 
To do otherwiſe here | 

Is unjuſt, againſt Right, and abſurd, Sir; 
He, that leaves but three Drops, 
Shall have't thrown in's Chops, 

For juſt and right is the Word, Sir. 


Songs CCLVIII. Come hither, pretty Laſs. 
He. AY, prithee why d'ye fly, 
And ſhow yourſelf ſo coy, 

When ſincerely the Truth of my Paſſion I own ? b 

Ss. 
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She. How can you, Sir, intrude ? 
I wonder you're fo rude; 

Conſider I'm a Maid 

He. Conſider we're alone. 

She. Nay, he, Sir, let me go. 

He. Indulge my glowing Flame —— 

She. How can you preis ine fo ? — 

He. Don't think I am to blame 

She. What 1s't you would be at? 

He. A civil Kiſs or two. 

She. You may talk of this and that, but indeed *twill 

never do. 


Song CCLIX. Then as it fell out, &c. 


Hen as it fell out on a Holiday, 
Then as it fell out on a Holiday, 
Then as it fell out on a Holiday ; 
Twas on a Holiday Tide-a, . 
Twas on a Holiday Tide-a, 
"I'was on a Holiday Tide-a. 


Sir John he got on his ambling Nag, 
Sir John, c. 
To Scotland for to ride-a, 
With a hundred and more of his own he ſwore, 
With an hundred, Ec. 
To guard him on ev'ry Side-a. 
No Errant Knight &er went to fight, 
No Errant, c. 
So bold a Deſperada ; 
Had you ſeen but his Look, you'd have ſwore on 2 
Book, 
Had you, Oc. 
He'd have conquer'd a whole Armada. 
The Ladies look'd out at their Windows, to ſee 
The Ladies, c. 
* 9 brave, fo warlike a Sight-a, 
n cry, as he 'd b 
And than Be. 5 


Sir Fobn, whe will you go fight-a ?] 


vill 
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But he, like a hardy Knight, rode on, 
But he, Oc. | 
His Heart would not relent-a ; 
For, till he came there, what had he to fear ? 
For, till, &c. 
Or why ſhould he repent-a ? 


The King (God ſave him) had fingular Hope, 
The King, &c. 

Of him and of his Treop-a, 
And all the Throng, as he march'd along, 
And all, &c. 

For Joy did halloo and hoop-a. 


None lik'd him ſo well as his Colonel, 
None lik'd, &c. 

Who took him for Fohn du Arthur ; 
But when the Scots Army came in Sight, 
But when, c. 

The Knight was not ſo pert-a. 


And when there was Shows of Guns and Blows, 
And when, &c. 

And ev'ry Man muſt fight-a, 
He ran to his Tent, and they ak'd what he meant, 
He ran, Oc. 

He ſaid he muſt needs go ſh—e-a. 


His Colonel ſent for him back again, 
His Colonel, c. 

To place him in the Van-a, 
But Sir John did ſwear, he would never come there. 
But Sir John, Ofc. | 

To be kill'd the very firſt Man-a. 


To eaſe him of Fear, he plac'd him in the Rear. 
To eaſe, &c. 
At _ mw half a Score-a, 
Sir John he did play a Trip, and away, 
Sir Fobn, Se. O r 
And ne er ſaw the Enemy more-a. 


Sox e 


232 THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 


Song CLX. That the World is a Lottery, 
&c. 


Hat the World is a Lottery, what Man can doubt? 
When born we're put in, when dead we're drawn 


out; 
And tho? Tickets are bought by the Fool and the Wiſe, 
Yet 'tis plain there are more than ten Blanks to a Prize. 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all, Fools all, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all. 


The Court has itſelf a bad Lottery's Face, 
Where ten draw a Blank, before one draws a Place, 
For a Ticket in Law, who would give you 'Thanks? 
For that Wheel contains ſcarce any but Blanks. 

Sing Tantarara, keep out, Keep out, 

Sing Tantarara, keep out. 


Mongſt Doctors and Lawyers ſome good ones are found, 
But alas! they are rare as the Ten thouſand Pound ; 
How ſcarce is a Prize, if with Women you deal? 
Take care how you ma for oh! in that Wheel, 
{ Sing Tantarara ) Blanks all, Blanks all, 
( Sing Tantarara ) Blanks all. 


That the Stage is a Lottery, by All 'tis agreed, 
Where ten Plays are damn'd *ere one can ſucceed. 
The Blanks are ſo many, the Prizes ſo few, 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly you 

( Sing Tantarara ) clap all, clap all, 

{ Sing Tantarara) clap all. 


Song CCLXI. Colin's Complaint. 


Ear Chhe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain ; 

You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old Age of Pain: 


Your 
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Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
ery, On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey. 


ubt? | The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 


— Vour Kindneſs will vaſtly improve, 
7 Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
mg Fruition's the Sun-ſhine of Love. 


w_ And tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


| Old Darby, with Jean by his fide, 
You've often regarded with Wonder ; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder. 
Together, they totter about, 
nd, fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 
el . 
s No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their Failings 2 ſmother; 
Then what are the Charms, can you gueſs ? 
That make em ſo fond of each other. 
'Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments that Youth did beſtow, 
The TR of Pleaſures and Truth, 
The of all Bleſſings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove, 
For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 
An Age brings the Winter of Love. 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly , | 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe, 
The Current of Fondneſs {till flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze. 
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Sons CCLAXIL. 


LL you that do to Love belong, 
Mind what my Tale diſcovers, 
And liſten well to this new Song, 
A ſtrange Roundeau of Lovers ! 


There were eight Lads ſo blithe and gay, 
That lov'd Seven buxom Laſſes; 

But that's untoward, alack-a-day ! 
When each his Love miſplaces. 


Young Roger made a Vow (d'ye ſee ?) 
To be a Spark of Lucy's ; 
But Laq long'd the Spouſe to be 
Of To/eph, that ſo ſpruce is. 
His Heart, and eke his Fancy ; 
He'd be content to loſe his Noſe, if 
He cou'd but gain his Nancy. 


Nan cut her Heart in two, to ſhare it 


Twixt Marmaduke and Aaron; 
Both likely Lads, quoth ſhe, I'll ſwear it, 
As Maids need wiſh to ſtare on. 


Both Marmaduke and Aaron courted 
Kate, Daughter to a Prick-louſe, 
Tho' Kattern with her Suitors ſported, 
For her Sweet-heart was Nic#' lat. 


This Nich'las woo'd young Joan, who ne'er 
With ſuch a Spark would take up; 


For Joan, as ſure as you are there, 
Had a Month's Mind to Jacob. 


Poor Jacob made a woful Stir 
To compaſs nut-brown Lettice, 
And fail'd, with much ado, for her 
Affections never met his. 


Pope Foan's kiſſing Dance. 
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Lettice likewiſe her Love was croſs'd in, 
(Fate order'd it ſhould ſo be) 

For once, in vain, ſhe courted Auſtin, 
And now, in vain, wooes Toby. 


What Maid wou'd wiſh to be in her Caſe ? 
For Toby, ſhe's ſo fond on, 

Runs almoſt mad for little Dorcas, 
That newly came from London. 


Whereas ſhe purely came to viſit 
Her Fellow-ſervant Edward, 

To ſee his pretty Face, and kiſs it, 
And gladly would go bed-ward. 


While Ned his little Dorcas anſwer'd, 
For loving I don't blame ye, 

Cauſe you may take an honeſt Man's Word, 
That I as much love Amy. | 


Any, ſo paſſing fair to look on, 
And ſlender to behold, 

Cry'd till her Heart was al moſt broken, 
She would be Roger's Conſort. 


Theſe People good, in ſaddeſt Mood, 

With Love, grown woundy ſtupid, 

de piteous Plaints, and told their Wants 
To Hymen and to Cupid. 


Fain would they wed, in Ring ſo round, 
Eight Husbands and ſeven Wives ; 
nd, doubtleſs, muſt needs have found 
Great Comfort of their Lives. 


vut 'twas a puzzling Caſe to Hymen ; 
O ſtrange ! ſaid he, "twill work ill, 
For I've no Licences to tie Men 
And Maids in ſuch a Circle. 


He bid them be, as twas but right, 
Content with this Expedient, 

o kiſs all round, for fo all might 
| Have Kifling that had need on't. 


Young 
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Young Roger ſhould begin the Play; 
The reſt were, in their Seaſon, 

To put it round in friendly Way, 
And do each other Reaſon. 


So Roger tall did Lacy call, 
__ he, I'll not abuſe ye; 
Sooth ! it would have done one good, 
To ſee him kiſs ſweet Lucy. 


Then Lucy fair demands her Share 
Of her dear Sweet-heart Jeſey, 
And kiſs'd him fo, all People know, 
They both grew wond'rous roſy. 


Next Foe did greet his Nan, as ſweet 
A Damſel as you can ſee ; 

Nan for this Youth made up her Mouth, 
So Jeſeph kiſs'd his Nancy : 


Her Sparks were twain, and that being plain, 
Some ſaid that ſhe might ſpare one; 

She, by her Troth, cry'd, none or both, 
And kiſs'd one more than Aaron. 


Then Marmaduke and Aaron broke 
Their Minds to Kate the Slattern ; 
Kind Kate held out her dainty Snout, 
And O] how they kiſs'd Kattern / 
O Nich las, Nich' las, where's my Nich laid? 
Quoth Kate, the Taylor's Daughter, 
And kiſs'd, and was with Joy ſo tickled, 
She ſcarce could hold her Water. 


Nic ran to Joan, that had no Stays on, 
But look'd as red as Claret, 

And kifs'd her ſo that twould amaze one, 
How any Maid could bear it. 


Joan flew at Jacob moſt outrageous, 
And kiſs'd and call'd him Sweeting ; 
Cou'd he have bleated, as Cinque-trey does, 
Uds-bobs ! ſhe'd ſtop his Bleating. 


O Let- 
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O Lettice, then quoth Jacob ſtout, 

On thy true Love take Pity ; 
She bid him kiſs his Kiſſing out, 

Becauſe he was ſo witty. 
But Lettice call'd aloud for Toby, 

As one would call for Muſtard ; 
He fain wou'd give poor Lett the Go-by, 

But Lettice kiſs'd him firſt hard. 


'Tis ſtrange to tell, or to declare 
How Toby ſim X 

When he got Dorcas, his ewn Dear, 
And kiſs'd her quite half dead. 


Dorcas ſhe leer'd on Ned right wiſtful, 
And kiſs'd him all to pieces, 

So fir'd, that, were ſhe but a Piſtol, 
She had gone off in Face his. 

Sir Edward made her no Repartee, 
Tho' he was kiſs'd ſo faſhion, 

As knowing well, by Rules of Art, ſhe 
Had done it in her Paſſion: 


And then himſelf was paſſionate too 
Of Amy, * of Spinſters ; 

He threw his Wig off, and his Hat too, 
And run his Face againſt her's. 


He tows'd her with his Beard fo buſhy, 
"Twas far and near admired, 

And tore her Coife quite off, altho' ſhe 
Had ſcarce wherewith to tie her Head. 


Poor Folks may be, moſt certainly, 
In Love, as well as Ladies, 

And kiſs as well, for aught I can tell, 
As they with all their Gayeties. 


Am neer let a Sweet-heart dodge her, 


But kiſs'd like any Widow, 
And ſtifled Roger, tho" poor Roger 
Lov'd her more than 1 do. 
Thus; 
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Thus finely they all danc'd the Hay, 

Or the beit Boy of Mother ; St 
The jeſt went round, and none were found 

That would not pledge the other. 


At length they clos'd, and whiſk'd about, 
As thoſe that Margery-Cree dance, 

Or like to Falk, quite weary'd out, 

Who fain would make good Riddance. 


Yet loth to * it o'er, they cry'd, 
How curſed faſt the Day ſtirs! 

Tho' before Night, or they're bely'd, 
Their Lips all nceded Plaiſters. 


There ne'er was known, in all the Town, V 
Such Kiſſing as this ſame was; 

Yet, keeping Lent (as 1s decent) I 
Pray who, quoth they, can blame us? 


For ſince (as Hymen told them plain) 8 
Tho' they moſt grievouſly burn, 

The Wedding-Nooſe will ne'er contain 1 
So many as will Tyburn. 


They all reſolve to live right honeſt, - 
And never be 3 

O! that young Folk were all admoniſh'd 
To do no worſe than they did! 


But for all this they did not miſs Ro 
Each Sunday after Sarmint, 

To meet, and kiſs, ſome more, ſome leſa 
For Kiſſing has no Harm in't. 


| Nor would they fail, for a Dozen of Ale, | 
| To kiſs before the King and 

| His Gracious Queen on Turnham-Green, 

| Or any Ground in England. 


| Suppoſe you * ſee ſuch a Sight, 
As Cupid and as I did; 
Whate'er you are, I'd almoſt ſwear, 
You'd not be much affrighted 
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Song CCLXIII. Ring, ring the Bar Bell, 


&c. 


Ing, ring the Bar Bell of the World, 
Great Bacchus calls for Wine: 
Haſte pierce the Globe, its Juices drain, 
To whet him ere he dine. 


Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, 
When firſt you have poured forth ; 

The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch Sons of Worth. 


When this World's out, more Worlds we'll have, 
Who dare oppoſe the Call ? 

If we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
'Ere Night we'd drink them all. 


See, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His Cask upon his Back ; 

Haſte, drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 
Till all our Girdles crack. 


Apollo cry'd, Let's drink amain, 
Leſt Time ſhould go aſtray, 

We'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply'd, 
We Gods can make a Day. 


Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 


Required Time to drink ; 
And made him gorge ſuch Potions down, 
That Time forgot to think. 


Unthinking Time thus overcome, 
And nonplus'd in the Vaſt ; 

Diſſolv'd in the Ethereal World, 
Sigh'd, languiſt'd, groan'd his laſt. 
Now Time's no more, let's drink away, 
Hang Flinching, make no Words: 

Like true born Bacchonalian Souls, 
We'll get as drunk as Lords. 
| So x0 
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Song CCLXIV. Since all the World, &c. 


[nce all the World's turn'd upſide down, 
And all Things chang'd in Nature, 
As if a Doubt was newly zrown, 
We had not the ſame Creator. 
Of ancient Modes and former Ways 
I'll teach yeu, Sir, the Manners ; 


In good Queen B's golden Days, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 
F had an ancient noble Seat, 
Tho' now it's come to ruin, [nf 
Where Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, 
In the Hall was daily chewing. 
Of Humming Beer my Cellar full, 
I was a ng + Doner, I 
Where toping Knaves had many a Pull, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. \ 
My Men of home-ſpun honeſt Greys 
Had Coats and comely Badges, 
They wore no dirty A ed Lace, J 
Nor e'er complain'd for Wages 
| For Gaudy F rings — Silks o ch Town, * 
tear'd no threat'ning Dunner, 
But wore a decent Grogram Gown, T 
When I was a Dame of Honour. B. 
| | I never thought Cantharides 1 
Ingredient good in Poſſet, Be 
mw never ſtrip'd me to my Stays W 
121 the Punk at Baſſet ; Fo 
b In R. ne er made Debauch, Th 
1 Nor reel'd like toping Gunner, W] 
: Nor let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 
When I was a Dame of Honour; = 
I ill preſerv'd my Maiden Fame, I 
: In ſpite of Oaths and Ly yings Ani 
| Tho' many a long chinn'd Voungſter came, Tu 


And fain wou d be enjoying, He 


Xc. 
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My Fan to guard my Lips I kept 
rom Cupid's lewd Ofer-runner, 
And many Roman Noſe I rap'd 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


9 curling Locks I _ bought, 
dirty Daughters, 
Nor 4 — by a me Thought, 
Above Knee ty'd my Garters. 
I never glow'd with painted Pride, 
Like Punk, when the Devil has won her, 
Nor prov'd a Cheat to be a Bride, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Neighbours ſtill I treated round 
And Strangers that came near me, 
The Poor too always Welcome found, 
Whoſe Prayers did ſtill endear me. 
Let therefore who at Court would be 
No Churl, nor yet no Fawner, 
Match in old Hoſpitality, 
Queen Be/;7s Dame of Honour. 


Son6s CCLXV. The Gods and the Goddeſſes 
&c. 


HE Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaſt, 
Where Ambroſia with exquiſite Sauces were dreft, 

Their Ea:ables did with their Deities ſuit, 
But what they ſhould drink did occaſion Diſpute. 
Twas time that old Nectar was grown out of Faſhion, 
Being what they did drink long before the Creation ; 
When the Sky-colour'd Cloth was moy'd from the Board, 
For making the Bowl, great Zove gave the Word, 
The Bowl it was large, of a Heavenly Size, 
Wherein they did ule Infant Gods to Baptize. 


Quoth Fove, I'm inform'd they drink Punch upon Earth, 

Whereby the Mortals Wits far exceed us in Mirth ; 

Therefore our wiſe Godheads together let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger tlan they. 

Iwas fpoke like a God, fill the Bowl up to the Top, 

He is caſhier'd from the Heavens that leaves the lat Prop. 
Vor. II. M Then 
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Song CCLXIV. Since all the World, &c. 


Ince all the World's turn'd upſide down, 
And all Things chang'd in Nature, 

As if 2 Doubt was newly grown, 

We had not the ſame Creator. 
Of ancient Modes and former Ways 

'I teach yeu, Sir, the Manners ; 
In good Queen Bess golden Days, 

When I was a Dame of Honour. 


J had an ancient noble Seat, 
Tho' now it's come to ruin, 

Where Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, 
In the Hall was daily chewing. 

Of Humming Beer my Cellar full, 
I was a yearly Doner, 

| Where toping Knaves had many a Pull, 
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5 When I was a Dame of Honour. N 
My Men of home - ſpun honeſt Greys 
| Had Coats and comely Badges, 
' They wore no dirty ragged Lace, O 
| Nor eber complain'd for Wages ; 
| For Gaudy Fringe, and Silks o'th' Town, 2 
| | tear'd no threat'ning Dunner, 

But wore a decent Grogram Gown, T 

When I was a Dame of Honour. B. 

I never thought Cantharides 5 
Ingredient good in Poſſet, | Þo 
Nor never ſtrip'd me to my Stays * 
To play the Punk at Baſſet; Fo 
In Ratahe ne er made Debauch, Th 
Nor reel'd like toping Gunner, W] 
Nor let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 

When 1 was a Dame of Honour; = 
| I ſtill preſervd my Maiden Fame, The 
| In ſpite of Oaths and Ling. | Ane 

Tho many a long chinn'd Voungſter came, Tu 


And fain wou'd be enjoy ing, He 


&c. 


My 
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My Fan to guard my Lips I kept 
From Cupid's lewd O' er- runner, 

And many Roman Nole I rap'd 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My curling Locks I never bought, 
Of Beggars dirty Daughters, 
Nor prompted by a wanton Thought, 
Above Knee ty'd my Garters. 
I never glow'd with painted Pride, 
Like Punk, when the Devil has won her, 
Not prov'd a Cheat to be a Bride, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Neighbours ſtill I treated round 
And Strangers that came near me, 
'The Poor too always Welcome found. 
Whoſe Prayers did ſtill endear me. 
Let therefore who at Court would be 
No Churl, nor yet no Fawner, 
Match in old Hotvitality, 
Queen Bess Dame of Honour. 


Songs CCLXV. The Gods and the Goddeſſes 
&c. 


HE Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaſt, 
Where Ambroſia with exquiſite Sauces were dreſt, 

Their Ea:ables did with their Deities ſuit, 
But what they ſhou'd drink did occaſion Diſpute. 
*T'was time that old Nectar was grown out of Faſhion, 
Being what they did drink long before the Creation: 
When the Sky-colour'd Cloth was moy'd from the Board, 
For making the Bowl, great Jove gave the Waid, 
The Bowl it was large, of a Heavenly Size, 
Wherein they did ule Infant Gods to Baptize. 


Quoth Fove, I'm inform'd they drink Punch upon Earth, 

Whereby the Mortals Wits far excecd us in Mirth ; 

Thereſore our wile Godheads together let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger tian they. 

' I was ipoke like a God, fill the Bow up :o the Top, 

He is caſhier'd from the Heavens that leaves the lai Prop. 
Vol. II. VI 'Then 
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"Then Apoll ſent away two of his Laſſes 
With Pitchers to fil at the Well of Parnaſſus; 
To Poets new born this Liquor it was brought, 
Ang they ſuck'd it in ter their Morning's f:rit Draught. 
ru for Lemons ſtepp'd into her Cloſet, 
Which when ſhe was fick {he infus'd into Poſſet, 
For Goddeſſes may be as iqueamiſh as Gyfſies, 
be Sun and the Moon you know have their Eclipſes: 
1 nele Lemons were called the Heſerian Fruit, 
Where a vigilant Dragon was ſaid to look to it; 
"I'welve Dozen of theie were well ſqueez'd in Water, 
Tic reſt of Ingredients in order come after; 
Venus, Admirer of all things that were ſweet, 
ithout her Inſuſion there had been no Treat, 


Commanded her Sugar Loves white as her Doves, 
To be brought to the Table by a pair of young Loves: 
So wonderiul curious theſe Deities were, 

7 he Sugar it was ſtrain'd thi a Piece of fire Air. 
Jolly Bacchus gave Notice by dangling his Bunch, 
That without his Aſſutance there cou'd be no good Punch, 
W hat he meant by the Sequel is very well known. 
They threw in ten Gallons of truſty Largoon, 
Mars, tho' a blunt God, and chief of the Biskers, 
Was ſet at a Table a curling his Whiskers. 

Qaoth he, fellow Gods, and celeſtial Galiants, 

I wou'd rot give a Fig for the Punch without A'antz, 
T herefore, my Ganymede, I do command 1 e 

Jo throw in ten (jallons of the belt NA Brandy, 
Saturn of all the Gods there he was the oldeit. 

And we may imagine his Stomach waz the coldeft, 
e cut of his Pouch did ſome Nutmegs p: oduce, 
V'hic! being well grated were put in the juice: 
XM*-+ture this Ocean of good Liquor did crown, 
Vith a Sca Biicait baked hard in the Sun. 

Tie Bow! being finiſn'd a Health then began, 
Quoth Fove, let it be to that Creature cal'd Man; 
is to him alone cur great Plea:ure we owe, 

For Lieaven it was r.cver true Heaven till now. 
The Gods being pleas d the Health it went about, 


"Till Goriell belly'd Baccbas's great Guts nigh burt out. 
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The other brave Gods did Oceans of Punch ſwallow, 
Hatton wih Hounds and with Huntſman did hollow; 
The Punch was delightful they Plenty did bring, 

And ail the World over their Fame it did ring. 


Sox CCLXVI Foy ts your faithful Slavs 
dijdain'd ? 


Hou art fo fair, and cruel too, 
I am unaz'd, what ſha!l I do 
To compaſs my Defire ? 
Sometimes thy Eyes do me invite, 
But, Wen I venture, kill me quite, 
Yet ſtill increaſe my Fire. 


I ſtill have Thoughts my Love to quell, 
And all its Furies to repell, 
Since I no Hopes can find; 
But when I think of leaving thee, 
My Heart as mach doth torture me, 
As *twou'd rejoice if kind, 


J fill muſt love, tho' hardly us'd, 
And never profter'd, but retus'd ; 
Can any ſuffer more ? 

Be coy, be cruel, do thy worſt, 
Tho? for thy Sake I am accurſt, 
I muit and will adore. 


So NG CCEXVIL O Cupid! wiy ar! then 
purſuing ? 


Cupid, why art thou purſuing 
ach endléſs Pef ens on my Heart, 


Jo mike we o 1ond f Ruin, 
Aud doit on the Cauſe of my Smart. 
In vain do I ſtrive to remove her, 
AF_ction to Reaſon 15 Liind ;; 
In ip: © ct her Failings I love her, 
She's charmin 8 tho fa! te and inkind, 
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SoN G CCLXVIII. Believe my Sighs, my 


Tears, my Dear. 


Hen firſt, Dorinda, your bright Eyes 
Had made my Heart your Slave, 
In vain I ſought for to diſguiſe 
The Fortunes that you gave. 


Durſt hardly call my Fate unkind, 
Or to myſelf complain, 

For fear ſome buſy liſt'ning Mind 
Shou'd overhear my Pain. 


Your Beauty did my Paſſton awe, 
So great your Virtues were, 
That all around I nothing ſaw, 
But Proſpects of Defpair. 


Fond Heart I cry'd, hide, hide thy Loye, 
Thy too fond Thought reclaim ; 
But all in vain, alas ! I ſtrove 


To hide a raging Flame. 


Son CCLXIX. My Goddeſs Celia, &c. 


EE, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 
And now the Sun begins to rife ; 
Leſs. glorious is the Morn that breaks, 
From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes. 


With Light united, Day they give, 
But diff*rent Fates ere Niglit fulfil ; 

How many by his Warmth will live, 
How many will her Coldneſs Kill! 
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Sox CCLXX. Come hither, &c. 


Ome hither, my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me, 
The Lords ſhall admire 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 


Such Flaunting, Gallanting, and F aunting, 
And Frolicking thou hah fee, 
Thou nter lite a Clown 
Shall quit London faveet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 


A Skimming-diſh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace, 
Nine Hairs on a fide, 
To a Pig-tail ty'd, 
Will ſet off thy jolly broad Face. 
Such Flaunting, &c. 


Go, get thee a Footman's Frock, 
A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe, 
Then frize like a Shock, 
And plaiſter thy Block, 
And buckle thy Shoes to thy Toes. 


Such Flaunting, &C. 


A Brace of Ladies fair 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive, 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair 
They ſhall take the Air, 
And thou on the Box ſhal't drive. 


Such Flaunting, &C. 


Convert thy Acres to Caſh, 
And ſaw thy Timber down, 
Who'd keep ſuch Traſh, 
And not cut a Flaſh, 
Or enjoy the Delights of the Town? 
Such Flaunting. &c 
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Song CCLXXI. The Laſs of Patic's Mill. 


Hus when the Tempeſt high 
Roars dreadful from above, 
The conſtant Turtles fly 
Together to the Grove; 
Each ſpreads its tender Wing, 
And hovers o'er its Mate; 
They kiſe, they cooe, and ſing, 
And love, in ſpite of Fate 


SoNG CCLXXII. My Goddeſs Celia, 
heat'nly fair. 


S ſwift as Time put round the Glaſs, 

And husband well Life's little Space; 
Perhaps your Sun, which fhines ſo bright, 
May ſet in everlaſting Night. 


Or if the Sun again ſhou'd riſe, 

Death, ere the Morn, may cloſe your Eyes; 
"Then drink before it be too late, 

And ſnatch the preſent Hour from Fate. 


Come, fill a Bumper, fill it round, 

I ct Mirikh, and Wit, and Wine abound ; 
Iu theſe alone true Wiſdom lies, 

or to be merry's to be wile. 


SONO CCLXXIII. Since you will needs my 
Ileart lie,. 


Ince you will need; my Heart poſleſs, 
"1 is juſt to you 1 firit confeſs 
The Faults to which 'tis given: 
It is to Change much more inclin'd 
Jan Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or aught that's under Ileas'n. 


Nor 
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Nor will I hide from you this Trath, 
It has been from its very Youth, 
A moſt egregious Ranger : 
And fince from me't has often fled, 
With whom it was both born and bred, 
' Fwill ſcarce ſtay with a Stranger. 


The Black, the Fair, the Gay, the Sad, 
(Which often nade me fear *twas mad) 
With one kind Look could win it; 

So nat'rally it loves to range, 
1hat it has left Succeſs for Change, 
And, what's worſe, glories in it. 


Oft, when I have been laid to Reſt, 

' I would make me act like one poſſeſt, 
For ſtill *twill keep x Pother 

And tho' you only I eſteem, 

Yet it wil! make me, in a Dream, 
Court and enjoy another. 


And now, if you are not afraid, 

After theſe Truths that I have faid, 
To take this arrant Rover, 

Be not diſpleas'd if I proteſt, 

I think the Heart within your Breaſt 
Will prove juſt ſuch another. 
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Sox CCL-XXIV. Len mighty Roaſt Bees, 


&c. 


| Hen humming Brown Beer was the ENA 


laftc. 


Our Wives they. were merry, our Daughters were cliaſte, 
Ihe Breath ſmelt like Roſes whenever embrac'd : 


O, the Brown Beer of Old England, 
lid Old Engliſh Brown Beer. 


M 4 
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Fre Coffee and Tea ſcund its Way to the Town, 

Our Anceſtors they by their Fires ſat down, | 

Their Bread it was white, and their Bcer it was Brown. 
Oh ! the Brown Beer, &c. | 


Our Heroes of old, of whoſe Conqueſts we boaſt, 

Could make a good Meal of a Pot and a Toaſt ; 

Oh, did we ſo now we ſhould ſoon rule the Roaſt ? 
Gh ! the Brown Beer, &C. 


When the great Spani Fleet on our Coaſt did appear, 
Our Sailors each one drank a Jorum of Beer, 
And ſent them away with a Fle:, in their Ear. 

Oh ! the Brown Reer, &c, 


Our Clergymen then took a Cup of good Deer, 

Ere they mounted the Roſtrum, their Spirits to cheer, 

Then preach'd againit Vices tho' Courtiers were near. 
Oh! the Brown Beer, &C. 


Their Doctrines then were authentick and bold, 

Well grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old ; 

But now they preach nothing but what they are told, 
Oh! the Brown Beer, &c. 


For ſince the Geneva and ſtrong Ratifee, 
They are dwindl'd to nothing, but ſtay — let me ſee, 
Faith nothing at all but meer Fiddle-dee-dce. 

Oh ! the Brown Beer of Old England, 

And Old Engliſh Brown Beer. 


Sox CCLXXV. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


HY, Sia, will you ſtill be ſky, 
And ſtill whate'er I aſk deny? 
Why am 1 always diſbeliev'd, 

And with unkind Diſdain receiv*d 

Since you of all your Sex alone 

The Miſtreſs of my Heart I own. 


My Suit no longer diſapprove, 
But think that you were born for Lore 
Tiras 


5» OO .Aa 


UN 
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That with thoſe Charms you now poſſeſs, 
Some happy Youth you once mult bleſs ; 
And ſince ſome one ſo bleſs'd muſt be, 
Oh let that happy Youth be me! 


Sons CCLXXVI. With tuneful Pipe and 


merry Glee. 
O ſcornful Beauty e' er ſhall boaſt 


She makes me love in vain ; 
That Man's a Fool, when once he's croſt, 
If e'er he loves again: 
To pine, or whine, I never can, 
Nor tell her I muſt die; 
Tis ſomething ſo beneath a Man, 
I cannot, no, not I. 


Tho' Phillis you have Charms enow 
To conquer where you pleaſe, 

You care not if my Heart you bow 
To ſuch like Loves as theſe: 

But if to me ſome Hopes you'll give. 
That happy I ſhall be, 

I'll love my Phillis whilſt I live, 
And think of none but ſhe. 


Sons CLXXVII. How happy are we, 


FT Hen you cenſure the Age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Leſt the Courtiers offended ſhould be 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
"Tis ſo pat to all the Tribe; 
Each cries, that was levell'd at me. 
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Son 6 CCLXXVIII. Ven the bright God of 


Day. 


N Beauty or Wit, 
No Mortal as yet 
To queſtion the Empire has dard: 
But Men of Diſcerning- 
Flave thought that, in Learning, 
To yield to a Lady was hard, 


Impertinent Schools, 
With muſty dull Rules, 
Have Readirg to Ladies deny'd: 
So Papiſts refute, 
The Bible to uſe, 


Leſt Flocks ſhould be wiſe as their Guide. 


Twas a Woman at firſt, 
(Indeed ſhe was curl!) 
In Knowledge that taſted Delight, 
And Sages agree, 
Ihe Law thou!d decrce, 
To the ſuſt Poſſeſſors the Right. 


Then bravely, fair Dame, 
Reno the old Claim, 
That to the whole Sex does belong 
And let Men receive, 
From a ſecond bright Ewe, 
The Knowledge of Right and of Wrong 


But as the ſirſt Eve 
Hard Doom did receive, 
When only one Apple had ſhe, 
What a Puriſhment now 
Muſt be found out for you, 


Who have taſted, and robb'd the whole Tree 
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SoxG CCLXXIX. BAH abron Traquasr. 


T ſetting Day and rifing Morn, | 
With Soul that ſtill thall love thee, 
l' aſs of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee : 
Til viſit oft the Birken Duſh, 
Where firſt thou Kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didit infold me. 


To all our Haunts I will repair, 
By Creenausad Shaw or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee upon von Mougtain: 
There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
From Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, by Love is yours 
A licart which cannot wander. 


Sox CCLXXX. Ubi I gaze on 


trembling. 


Ephyr, who, with Spring returning, 

Wafted ſoſt oer opening Flowers; 
reathing in the Face of Morning, 
Wakes Auwora from her Bowers, 

While with Love“ fierce Flame 1 larguith 
In theſe dry and deſart Plains; 

Gently breathe and ſoothe my Anguiſh, 
Fan my Breaſt and eaſe my Pains. 


Ch; 


Song CLXXXI. Bleſfd as i}, immortal. 


God is be. 


* falſe Tongues can you believe, 
Yet not my truer ſpeaking Eyes? 
Men: Tongues Love teaches to deceive, 
But with his Looks no Lover lies, 
M 6 
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The leſs I boaſt my real Flame, 
The more my Paſſion Truth beſpeaks ; 
Not what the Tongue, but Eyes proclaim, 4 
Love's Infidel a Convert makes. YON C 


For Lovers, like profeſſing Friends, 
Are more believ'd, the leſs they fay ; 
Who more our artful Speeches minds, 
Than Looks, does her own Faith betray. 


lieve not my loud Rivals then, ST WI 
Whilſt they to thee ſuch Love profeſs ; Howe 
True Love 1s, like true Courage, ſeen, In 
But more as we pretend t'it leſs. _ f 

a 


SoN G CCEXXXII. -Waft me, ſome ſoft ana 


cooling Breeze. 


HE feather'd Songſter of the Skies, 
Free from the Fewler's fraudful Snare, 

From Grove to Grove exulting flies, 

And wantons in tle Waſte of Air. 
But if the Net her Flight reſtrains. 

She vainly flutters to and fro; 
Of tad Captivity cumplains, 

In Accents of melodious Woe. 


Sono CCLXXXIII. Sweet are the Charms 


An « 

of ber, &c. Ve 

H E utmeſt Grace the Greeks ſhould ſhew, — 
When to the Trojans they grew kind, : 

Was with their Arms to let 'em go, Com 

And leave their ling'ring Wives behind. 13 

They beat the Men, and burnt the Town, ih, 

Then all the Baggage was their own. a. 

1tere the kind Deity of Wine Wh 

tils'd the ſoſt wanton God of Love, 

Thus clapp'd his Wings, that preſs'd his Vine, But 


And their belt Powers united move. While ny 
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While each brave Greek embrac'd his Punk, 
Lull'd her aſleep, and then grew drunk. 


Sons CCLXXXIV. Diogenes ſurly and 
proud. 


IS Int'reſt that governs Mankind 
In every State and Degree; 

For Juſtice itſelf waxes blind, 

W ben brib'd with a competent Fee: 
However the 'Truth we diſguiſe, 

In order to make ourſelves great ; 
Yet he that will open his Eyes 

May ſee the whole World's but a Cheat. 


SoN G CCLXXXV. What Claſs in Life, 
th? nee fo great. 


Hat Claſs in Life, tho' ne'er fo great, 
With a good fac Fellowſhip can compare 

Je ſtill dream on at our old Rate, 

Without perplexing Thought or Care, 


J Whilſt thoſe of Buſineſs, when oppreſt. 

Lie dewn with Thoughts that break their Reſt 
They toil, they ſlave, they drudge, and then 
They riſe to do the ſame again. 


An eaſier Round of Life we keep, 

q Ve ea, we drink, we ſmork, we ſleep , 
[We reel to Bed, there ſnore, and then 
[We rite to do the ſame again. 


Come, come, let us drink, 
| And give a Looſe to Pleaſure ; 
Fill, fill to the Briak, 
We know no other Meaſure 
3 What elſe have we to do 
In thi our eaſy Station, 
{ But that we pleaſe purſue, 
And drink to our Foundation * $030 
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Sox CCLXXXVI. Adieu, ye pleaſant 
Sports and Plays. 


Dieu, ye pleaſant Sports and Plays, 
A Farcwel each Song that was divertirg, 
Love tunes my Pipe to mourvful Lays, 

I ſing of Delia and Damon's Parting. 
Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 

The dear, tormenting, pleaſing Paſſion, 
III Del:a's Mildneſs had prevail'd 


On him to ſhew his Inclination. 


Juit as the Fair-one ſeem'd to give 
A patient Ear to his Love-Story, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, 
To go in Queſt of toilſome Glery. 
Hz. 1f-tpoken Words hung on their Tongue, 
Their Eyes refus'd their uſual Meeting, 
And Sighs ſupply'd their wonted Song, 


Theſe charming Sounds were chang'd to Weeping, 


Dear Idol of my Soul, adieu ; 

Ceaſe to lament, but nc'er to love me: 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other Charms ſhall ever move me. 
Alas! who knows, when parted far 

From Delia, but you may deccive her ? 
The Thought deſtroys my Heart with Care, 

Adicu, my Dear, I fear, for ever. 


SONG CCLXXXVII. Ven Fanny blooming 


fair. 


ET bold Ambition lie 
Within the Warrior's Mind, 
alle Honours let him buy 
With Slaughter of Mankind ; 
To Crowns a doubtful Right, 
Lay Thcalauds in their Grave, 
While wretched Armies fight 
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Love took my Heart with Storm, 
Let him rule there alone, 

In Charlotte's charming Form, 
Still fitting on his "Throne : 

low will my Soul rejoice, 
At his Commands to ity, 


TY! {poken in that Voice, 


Or look'd from that dear Eye ? 


To univerſal Sway, 


Love's Title is the beſt, 


wen ſhall we him obey, 


Who makes his Subjects bleft : 


I! Heav'n, for human Good, 


Did Empire firſt deſign, 


I: ove mult be underſtood 


To rule by Right divine 
Sons CCLXXXVIII. As Celia 
Fountain lay. 


OR many unſucceſsful Years 
At Crnt'ia's Feet I lay, 


thing them often with my ears, 


: 


ö 


I ſigh'd, but durſt not pray. 

No proftrate Wretch, before the Shrine 
Of ſome lov'd Saint above, 

er thought his Goddeſs more divine, 
Or paid more awful Love. 


I<:i!l the diſdainful Nymph look'd dow, 


Vith coy inſulting Pride, 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or turn'd her Head aſide. 
Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear: 
*« Uſe more prevailing Charms; 


* You modeſt whining Fool, draw near, 


And claſp her in your Arms. 


With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 


* From Cynthia's Feet depart ; 


The Lips he briſkly muſt invade, 


** That would poſleſs the Meart.” 


BAY 8 
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With that I ſhook off all the Slave 
My better Fortunes try'd, 

When Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What ſhe for Years deny'd. 


SoN G CLXXXIX. As Sparks fly up- 


wards, &c. 


Jo Sorrow and to Trouble, 

t he taat takes to him a Wife, 
Doth mal:e his Burthen double ; 
For Women we have always found, 

In Strife and Miſchief to abound. 


Of Man they make a Bubble, 
Of Man, &c. 


Oh ! Job he was a patient Man, 
He liv'd in ſpite of the Devil; 
Tho' Goods and Chattels all were loſt, 
Yet Jeb was very civil: 
But when he touk to him a Nurſe, 
She r rov'd indeed his greateſt Curſe ; 
Ah ! ſhe prov'd his greateſt Evil, 
Ah! fte pred, &C. 


Oh! Saum pen was a mighty Man, 

He fl''d the World with Wonder 
With Jaw-bone he Philiſtiues flew, 

His 5lows did ſound like Thunder 
But when with Da//ah he toy'd, 
Ihe Sorcereſs ſoon his Strength deſtroy d; 


She quickly brought him under, 
She quickly, &c. 


A Sparks fly upwards, Man is borr 
u 


King David was an upright Man, 
1 tell you now no Fiction. 
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Until that Beer/beba he ſaw, 

That pretty pleaſing Vixen, 
When he her naked Body view'd, 
He found his Goodneſs ſoon ſubdu'd ; 


She evrought him great Afiction, 
She wrought, &c. 


ung So/2mer the wiſeſt Man 


'Tnat ever toy'd with Woman, 


hen he had try'd the Sex all round, 


The Virtuous and the Common, 


They're all alike he wiſely cry'd, 


\cxation, Vanity, and Pride, 


They merit Praije of no Man, 
They merit, &C. 


Irhe poor Man he goes out to work, 


As hard as he is able; 

At Night when he comes Home well tir'd, 
She bids him rock the Cradle; 

And if the ſame he doth refuſe, 


The ſaucy Puſs will him abuſe, 


And thumps him with the Ladle, 
And thumps, &c. 


ITne Thief that rides up Ho/born-Hi!!, 


To Oliver CremwelPs Palace, 


May find ſome Friend perchance ſtep in, 


To ſave him from the Gallows : 
Oh, no, he cries, drive on to Gib, 
I'll ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, 


Drive an the Cart, good Fellow, 
Drive 2 &C. 
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Sox CCXC. Soy, Shepherd, Ray, I oh 


Prithee fray. 


Your kindling Paſſion to conceal ? 
Your Lips, tho" they Penis al give, 
Yet all your Actions Love fexcal. 


In vain you ſtrive, in vain, alas! 

Tre charming Paftion to dilguiſe; 
It glows, it bluſhes on your Face, 

And ſparkies in your iwimming Eyes, 
Your Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 


Still contradict M hate“ gay. 
And tho your Lips den nart, 


Your Eyes aie more d than they, 


( 
Sons CCXCI ne ſome ſoft and [ 


(5,747. 00 ER. 
Ince we, poor ſi omen, know 
Our Men ve : pick and chale, 
Jo him we like, „ we No, 
Ard both our Lover oe? 
Wirn teign'd © and Lelays, 
A Lover” e we pall; 
And it too tallunt lays, 
Hun S gone for goed and all. 
Or our ent, am'rous Guck, 
Uto us, away may cal, 


Ani, r. der than ſtay tor a Feaſt, 
lake up with ſome coarſe ready Meal, 
When Opportunity is kind, 
Let prudent Women be fo too; 
And, if the Man be to your Mind, 
il needs you muſt, ne'er let him go. 
The Match foon mide is happy ſtill, 
For only Love has there to do; 
Let no one marr, ' aint ter Will, 
But ſtand off when her Parents wooe ; 


HV. Cælia, ſhou'd you ſo much firive 
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And only to their Su'ts be coy : 
For ſhe whom Jointure can obtain, 
To let a Fop her Bed enjoy, 
Js but a lawful Wench for Gain. 


Song CCXCIIL Ye Shepherds and Ny:npos 
that adori the gay Plain. 
Fry'd not to love, but I try'd all in vain, 


I harden'd with Hate, but I meited again; 
ut now II] perſiſt. and no longer purſue 


IA Love ſo uncertain, a Lover ſo true. 


I Around all the World my fond Eyes they ſhall range, 
Jill they fix on a Lover that never will change; 


My Heart with his Heart ſhall in ſoft Sighs agree, 
Forgetting that ever it breath'd one for thee, 


Song CCXCIII. Greenwond Tree, 


Cannot change, as others do, 
T ho? you unj y ſcorn, 


| 2ince that poor Swain, that ighs for you, 


1 


„ 


ab 
» 
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For you alone was born. 

No P/illis, no, your Heart to move, 
A ſurer Way III try, 

And to revenge my ſlighted Love, 
Will ſtill love on and die. 


When kill'd with Grief Amutas lies, 
And you to mind ſhall cal, 

The Sighs that now unpity'd rite, 
The Tears that vainly fal, 

That welcome Hour that ends this Smart 
Will then begin your Pain, 

For {uch a faitutul tender Heart 
Can ncver break in vain. 


Song CCXCIV. Th? you make no Reiurtn to 
my Palſion. 
110 you male no Return to my Paſſion, 
Still full I preſume to adore ; 
'11> in Love but an odd Reputation, 
When tainily repuis'd to give o'er : When 
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When you talk of your Duty, 
I gaz? on your Beauty, 
Nor mind the du!l Maxim at all; 
Let it reign in Cheapfiae, 
With a Citizen's Bride, 
Ie will ne'er be receiv'd at Whitehall. 
What Apochryphal Tales are you told, 
By one that wou'd make you believe, 
That, becauſe of to Jade and to hill, 
You ſtill muſt be pinn'd to his Sleeve? 
Twere apparent high Treaſon, 
'Gainſt Love and good Reaſon, 
Shou'd one ſuch a 'T'realure engroſs: 
He whe knows not the Joys, 
That attend ſuch a Choice, 
Shou'd reſign to another who does. 


Song CCXCV. Greenwood Tree. 


Amon to Sylvia, when alone, 
Did thus expreſs his Love : 
Fair Nymph, I muit a Paſſion own, 
Which elſe wou'd fatal prove. 
Can you a faithful Shepherd ſee, 
Who languiſhes in Pain, 
And yet ſo crue!-hearted be, 
To let him ſue in vain? 


Then with his Eyes all ful! of Fire, 
And whining Phraſes, he 

Intreated her to eaſe Deſire, 
And grant him Remedy. 

Allur'd with am'rous Locks, the XIaid, 
Fearing he might prevail, 

Begg'd, that he wou'd no more perſuade 
A Virgin that was frail. 

Fear not, dear Nymph, replies the Swain, 
There's none can know our Bliſs! 

None can relate our Loves again, 
While this Place ſilent is. 

Then Damen, with a lov'd Surprizz. 
Leap'd cloſe into her Arms; 

Wich raviſhing Delight he dies, 
And melts with thouſand Charms 
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Song CCXCVI. O ye bleffd Piwrs ! pro- 
piticus be, 


Ye bleſs'd Pow'rs! propitious be 
Unto my growing Love ; 
None can create my Miſery, 
it Chee conſtant prove 
Tell lier, if that ſhell pity me, 
Frum ner you'll ne'er remove, 


Each Preeze of Air my Groans ſhall bear 
Unto her gentle Breaſt ; 

Sltentl3 vwhitp'ring in her Ear, 
I never can be bleſt ; 

If ſhe refuſe to be my Dear, 
I never can have Reft. 


Ye Groves that hear each Day my Grief. 
Bear witneſs of my Pain : 

Tell her, I die, if no Relief, 
I from her Pow'r can gain : 

Tell her, ah! tell that pretty Thief, 
I die through her Diidain. 


Perhaps ſhe may with piteous Eyes, 
When dead, my Hearſe ſurvey ; 

And when my Soul mongſt Deities 
Doth melt in Sweats away, 

Then may ſhe curſe thoſe Victories 
That did my Heart betray. 


928 - 
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Songs CCXCVIEI. Bacchus ane Dar gag 0 
ftri ia! AT. 


| Ove is like the raging Ocean, 
| When the ſwelling Surges riſe, 
Winds which guide its troubled Motion, 
Woman's 'Temper well ſupplies. 
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Man's the eaſy Barque, and playing 
On the Surface of the Sea, 

To the worit of Ills betraying, 
Cupid muit the Pilot be. 


Sons CCXCVIII. Ne, no, *tis in tain, &c. 


O, no, 'tis in vain, in this turbulent Town, 
To expect either Pleaſure or Reſt; 
10 Hurry and Nonſenſe ſtill tying us down, 

Tis an over-grown Priſon at beft. 


From hence to the Country away, 
Leave the Croud and the Buſtle behind, 
And then you'll fee liberal Nature diſplay 
A thout:nd Delights to Mankind. 


The Change of the Seaſons, the Sports of the Fields, 
The ſweetly dwerſify'd Scene, 

The Groves, and the Gardens, and every thing yields 
A Cheartulneſs ever ſerene. 


Here, here from Ambition and Avarice free, 
My Days may I quietly ſpend ; 

Whiltt the Cits and the Courtiers, unenvy'd for me, 
May gather up Wealth withcut End. 


No, I thank 'em, I wou'd not, to add to my Store, 
My Peace and my F reedom reſign : 

Fer who, for the Sake of poſletiir g the Ore, 
Weu'd be ſentenc'd to dig in the Mine? To I 


Sox CCXCIX. Puſh avg Tau; 


Tha 
Thouſand Ways to wean my Heart 
I've try's, yer cn'e remove him, 4 
And tho' tor life I've 1,orm to part No | 
For Lite, ! find I love him. I fi 
Still, nou'd the dear faife Man return, IT +. 


And ith new Vos purſue me, 
His flat ing Vongue would kill my Scorn, 
And ttil!, I ſear, undo me. H 
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Song CCC. Had I the Vorl at wy 


Command. 


O tell Amyntas, gentle Swain, 
I cannot die, nor dare complain; 
1hy tunefal Voice with Numbers join, 
Thy Words will more prevail than mine. 


o Souls opprels*, and dumb with Grief, 
ſhe Gods ordain this kind Relief, 
That Muſick ſhou'd in Sounds convey 


haet dying Lovers dare not ſay. 


A Sigh or Tear perhaps we'd give, 


but Love on Pity cannot live; 
ell her, that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
and Love with Love is only paid. 


rell her my Pains ſo faſt increaſe, 


That ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs 
For ah! the Wretch, that ſpeechlels lies, 


Attends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 


SoN G CCCI. Draw, Cupid dra. 


| Eign, S. I via, reign, 


The Rebel quits his Arms; 
Your Power's compleat, 
And I ſubmit 
To Love's victorious Charms; 
The pleafing Pain, 
'The gentle Chain 


That conſtant Hearts unite, 


Such Joys beſtous, 
That Freedom knows 


No ſuch ſincere Delight. 


[I ſhiver, and urn, 
{1 triumph, and I myurn, 


Lin die. 
1 N 11 1 1 7 
Her Failion to return; 
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But O! I fear, 
Too fierce to bear 
The mighty Joy will be, 
And Love's keen Dart, 
Fix'd in my Heart, 
Prove that of Death to me. 


Song CCCII. O London is a fine Town, 


Tinerants we are, and merrily agree, 


There's ne'er a Club, around the Globe, more happy 


are and free ; 
Antiquity's our Boaſt, of mighty ancient Fame, 
Nor Bourbon nor Naſſau from longer Date can claim. 
Antiquity's our Boeftl, &c. 


Our Founder, great Adam, in Eder's bliſsful Bowers, 
itinerant he was, ſo ſooch'd the paſſing Hours; 
From him the ab Origine, none can our Title blame, 


Then let all due Reſpects be paid —Itinerant's the Name 


From him the ab Origine, &C. 


And Travelling is good as learned Doctors tell us, 
It openeth the Lungs, which are the human Bellows, 


It cauſes good Digeſtion, and that's the Cauſe of Health. | 


And Health's the Sauce of Life, without it what is Wealti* 


It cauſes goad Digeſtion, &C. 


On Saturdays we meet, when, down the er Hill, 
'The bluſhing God from 7heris takes a handſome Sw1ll , 
We follow his Example, tho' do a little differ; 
He topes the briny Ocean, but we tope better Liquor 

We follow his Example, &C. 


Our Principle is Monarchy, no other Schemes advance 


And hope that the Republican will never lead the Dance, 


That Hyd:c-headed Monſter, whoſe rigid Iron-Claws, 

Whene'er they faſten on us, the vital Crimſon draws. 
That Hydra-heaged Mor:ſter, &c. 

de drink tne Church and Ring, zie Queen and Roya! 


Line, 


O:d Erzland and old Trade, that they may ever ſhine ; 4 
And 
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And then the cloſing Health comes on, with very de- 


cent Pride, 
And ſo we drink our Miſtreſſes, our Wives, and Fire- ſide. 
And then the cloſing Health, &c. 


The Wine, in Moderation, thus cordially we take, 
Exhilarate our Friendſhip, and farther Friendſhips make. 
The Scythe-God is delighted when we together come, 
To hear our Songs, and Mirth and Joys, all echo round 
the Room. 
The Scythe-God, &c. 


Sic itur ad Mira, our Motto's very goods 
Thus mounting to the Stars we wou'd be underſtood ; 
For there the jocund Orbs immenſly travel round, 
And infinite [tinerants moſt beautiful are found. 

For there the jocand Orbs, &C. 


Song CCCII. Chloe, be wiſe, &c. 


HE, that wou'd gain a conſtant Lover, 
Mult at a diſtance keep the Slave ; 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhou'd but gueſs the Fhoughts we have, 


Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, 
And all Attendance they will pay : 

When we're poſleſs'd their Tranſport ceaſes, 
And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 


Sox CCCIV. If Love's a feveet Paſſion. 


'LL languiſh no more at the Glance of your Eye; 
1 Can view you all o'er and ne'er fetch a deep Sigh. 
o more {hall your Voice, Syren like, charm my Heart, 
In vain you may figh, uſe in vain all your Art. 
No, Madam, I'm free ; when I'm recreant again, 
Let me, unpity'd, feel again my old Pain. 
[il Libertine turn, uſe all things in common; 


No more than one Diſh be beund to one Woman : 
Vor. II. N Yet 


—. 
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Yet Pl 611 love the Sex, but my Bottle before 'em ; 
i uſe 'em ſometimes, but Pl never adore 'em. 


Go, Madam, be wite : When a Woodcock's i'th' Nooſe, 


Be. re hold him fall, leſt like me he gets looſe. 


Song CCCV. Ten bumeur ct Catharine, 


Oman's like the flatt'ring Ocean, 
Who her pathieſs W ays can find ? 

Every Blaſt directs her Motion, 

Now ſhe's angry, now ſhe's kind. 
Vhat a Fool's the vent'rous Lover, 

Whiri'd and tofs'd by every Wind! 
Can the Barque the Port recover, 

When the filly Pilot's blind ? 


Song CCCVI. Sweet are e the Charms of ber 
Jr: 


Hl:ris, T cannot ſay your Eyes 
Did my unwary Heart ſurprize, 
Nor will I ſwear it was your Face, 
Your Shape, or any nameleſs Grace ; 
For you are ſo entirely fair, 
To love a Part Injuſtice were. 


No drowning Man can know which Drop 


Of Water his laſt Breath did ttop : 


do when the Stars in Heav'n appear, 
And join to make the Night look clear, 
The Light we no one's Bounty call, 
But the united Work of all. 


He that doth Lips or Hands adore, 
Deſerve: them only, and no more; 

Put ] love all, and ev'ry Part, 

find nothing clſe can eale my Heart : 
Cupid that Lover weakly ttrikes, 

Wo can expreſs what 'tis he likes, 
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Song CCCVII. Give, ye Nymphs, &c. 


Ive, ye Nymphs, O give your Lover ! 
Gire the Bowl, and flowing over; 
Sce me pitting, glowing, firing, 
Sce me, ſee me juſt expiring. 
Give, ye Nymphs, from yonder Bowr's, 
Give me Wreaths of cooling Flow'rs ; 
See, my Garlands all are waſted, 
By my blazing Temples blaſted ; 
But if Flames of Love invade thee, 
What, O what! my Heart can ſhave thee ? 


Sons CCCVIII. Complying, denvirry. 


Omplying, denying, 
Now free and now coy, 
Alluring, and curing 
Love's Pain with its Joy. 
With Frowns, or with Smiles, that can Kindle a Fire, 
Is a Girl that each Temper and Age muſt admire. 
Her Eye darts its Glances, 
Our Heart feels its Ray ; 
Her Power advances, 
And ours ebbs away. 
From Charms ſo ſtrong there's none can retreat, 
For, do what ſhe will, ſhe's ev'ry way freer. 


Sox CCCIX. Waft me, ſome feſt and 


conting Breeze, 


ELL me no more you love, in vain, 
Fair Cælia, you this Paſſion teign : 
Can they preter.d to love, who do 
Refuſe what Love perſuades them to ? 
Who once has felt his active Flame, 
Dull Laws of Honour will diſdain ; 
You wov'd be thought his Slave, and yet 
You will not to his Pow'r ſubmit. . 
N 2 More 
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More cruel than thoſe Beauties are, 
Whoſe Coyneſs wounds us to Deſpair ; 
For all the Kindneſs which you Cow, 
Fach Smile and Kiſs which you beſtow, 
Are like thoſe Cordials which we give 
To dying Men, to make them live, 
And languiſh out an Hour in Pain: 

Be kinder, Cælia, or diſdain. 


Sons CCCX. In vain, dear Chloe, you 
Suggeſt. 


Hhe is handſome, brisk, and gay, 
And gets new Lovers ev'ry Day; 
or in her Eye doth dwell 
A ſecret and a pow'rful Charm, 
That wou'd the coldeſt Hermit warm, 
And draw him from his Cell. 


When firſt I ſaw her, I believ'd 

An Angel's Form my Sight deceiv'd, 
So graceful was her Mien; 

And ſurely Angels cannot be 

More bright than is this lovely She, 
Who is of Beauty Queen. 


How happy will the Youth be then, 
Who does with matchleſs Truth obtain 
Poſſeſſion of her Heart 
To meet with ſuch a pow'rful Cure, 
The worſt of 'T'orments I'd endure, 
And laugh at all the Smart. 


Song CCCXI. In vain, dear Chloe, you 
ſuggeſt. 


Nee in a Summer Ev'ning fair, 
9 Sirena took. the Country Air, 

lyrtills les * he Way: 
Four 
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Four other Nymphs attendant ſhone, 
Like Stars around the full-orb'd Moon, 
Rob'd in ſuperior Day. 


A Hat, of plaited Straw-work, made 
Aptly to ev'ry DamſeFs Head, 
Supply'd a decent Skreen; | 
Each lin'd with Silk of diff rent Hue, 
Of fiery Red, of milder Blue, 
And Heart-refrething Green. 


Thro' Paſtures green, o'er Walks of Gral., 

Thro' Fields of ripen'd Corn they pals, 
In mirthful Chat along : 

Nor ſland'ring Wit, nor idle Tale, 

W hich oft in Female 'Talk prevail, 
Employ'd each buſy Tongue, 


Their Theme was the deſcending Sun, 

Who now in ſoften'd Glory ſhone, 
Tho' ampler to behold ; 

They wonder'd at the weſtern Skies, 

Stain'd with a thouſand diſf rent Dyes, 
And waſh'd in Streams of Gold. 


Here might you ſee a ſtretchipg Fan, 

Mark the fair Landſcape (as it ran) 
Confus'dly laid in Blue; 

And there a waving Hat explains 

The Colours of the nearer Plains, 
Diſtinguiſh'd to the View. 


One prais'd the calm and breathleſs Air, 
One the ſweet Smells beyond Compare, 
. Diffus'd from Greens around. 
A'! mingld, with a pleaſant Strife, 
Their Praiſes of a Country Life, 
With peaceful Pleaſures crown'd. 
But oft Myrtillo, to be bleſs'd, 
Vou'd ſteal Sirena from the reſt, 


And eaſe his wounded Mind: | 
N 3 From 
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From Ogi wou'd he take his Cue, 
And talk ſuch Things as Lovers do, 
io make the fair one kind. 


Now gan the ſinking Day to fail, 
And Night kick'd up the doubtful Scale, 
The Wand'rers haſte along: 
A-whi'e they top, a-wiule they reſt, 
Ihe wect Sirena they requeſt 
To tune the ſprightly Song. 
The Nymph comply'd ; but oh ! to tell 
What Muſick from her Warbles fell, 
'To Angels only's given : | 
For ſure ſuch Melody of Sound, 
As nt'er in mortal Voice was found, 
Is likeſt that of Heav'n. 


Myrtills ſtood in {weet Surprize, 
Gay Pleaſures wanton in his Eyes, 

His Ears unuſual Tranſports prove 
Waile Feauty all her Rays diffus'd, 
While Harmony her Chains unloos'd, 

And faken'd thoſe of Love. 

Ne giz'd upon the taneful Fair: 
Her Charms ſerene, her eaſy Air, 

His Heart by filent 'Treach'ry ſtole : 
He lien to her filver Song, 

{te caught it dropping from her Tongue, 

And in Exchange reſigr'd his Soul. 
S:r0z.:, conſcious of her Power, 

W ita Smiles her ended Song gave o'er, 

That ended half his Bliſs: 

The Damſels all expreſs'd their Joys; 
A7;rtill bow'd in lowly -wile, 
Ard thank'd her in a Kils. 


Song CCCXII. Of all States, 


F all States in Life ſo various, 
Marriage ſure is molt precarious ! 

"Tis a Maze fo ſtrangely winding, 

Still we are new Mazes finding; 


&c. 
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"Tis an Action fo ſevere, 
That nought but Death can ſet us clear. 
Happy's the Man from Wedlock free, 
Who knows how to prize lus Liberty ; ; 
Were Men wary, 
How they marry, 


We ſhould not be by half fo full of Miſery. 


Sons CCCXII. Twas when the Seas cer: 


roaring. 
Eneath a ſhady Willow, 
Hard by a purling Stream, 
A moſſy Bank mv Pillow, 
I fancy'd in a Dream, 
That I the charming Phillis 
Did eagerly embrace, 
Her Breaſt as white as Lillies, 
And Roſamonda's Face. 


What Ecftacies of Pleaſure 
She gave, to tell's in vain, « 
When with the hidden Treaſure, 
She bleſe'd her am'rous Swain. 
Cou'd nought our Joys diſcover, 
And I my Dream believe, 
I ſo cou'd ſleep for ever, 
And ſtill be fo deceiv d. 


But, when I walt d, deluded, 
And found all but a Dream, 

J fain would have eluded 
The melancholy Theme. 

Ye Gods, there's no enduring 
So exquiſite a Pain; 

The Wound is paſt all curing, 
That Cupid gave the Swain. 


Song CCCXIV. Sweet Sukey's my Heart's 


Delight. 


Weet S»4key's my Heart's Delight, 
O] behold her Country Knight, 
N 4 


Dreſs'd 
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Dreſs!d like a Town Beau, 


Above and below, Pi 
With Cloaths and Wit as bright. 

Behold but this Lace, B 

And this pretty Face, | 
Ah! may ſhe like it, mun ; W 

Ah! may her Heart 

Admire her Smart, gc 

Receive a Dart, 

And take my Part, v 
Or alas! I'm quite undone. | | 

Song CCCXV. Greenwood Tree, 1h 


OT Eaden's Garden did diſdain 
That pleaſing Paſſion Love; 13 

Where free from Guilt, and ev'ry Pain, | 

Adam did gaily rove. 

Not Tides of Furies“ raging Fires, 
That follow a wanton Chaſe, 

Meer Vapours rais'd by hot Defires, 
That vaniſh with Diſgrace. 


How guiltleſs may I meet the Flame 
Of Cynthia's purer Breaſt, 

While Friendſhip makes us ſtill che ſame, 
With ev'ry Virtue dreſt ? 

Her Mind at firſt a Conqueſt made, 
Her graceful Mind I muſt approve 

Her Wiſdom chearful ſtill appear'd, 
And juſtify'd my Love. 

Truſt not to Features, fleeting Charms; 
Nor hug a painted ay ; 

Thoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon diſarms, 
Warm Air will this deftroy. 

Let tender Paſſions take their Turn, 
Ard Virtue lead the Way ; 

Where Minds are match'd, they ſeldom mourn, 
Nor curſe the Marriage Day. 


Song CCCXVI. The Turtle lamenting. | 
HE Turtle lamenting 
The Loſs of her Mate, ' 
| ; From 
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From Comfort abſenting, 
Bewails her hard Fate; 
But at his Returning 
Her Joy ſhe renews, 
With Extacy burning, 
Around him ſhe cooes : 
So ] for my Deareſt 
Did languiſh and mourn, 
With Sorrow ſincereſt 
My Boſom was torn 3; 
His Truth, when ſuſpected, 
How great was my Grief! 
IJ hat Error corrected, 
How ſweet my Relief 


Song CCCXVII. Come, little Cupid, Kc. 


Ome, little Capia, God of Love, 
Each tender Paſſion gently move; 

With fondeſt Wiſhes, ſofteſt Pain, 

Exert thy courted pleaſing Reign; 

A flit this preſent new Deſire, 

And gently fan the glowing Fire. 

Then prune your filken 2 and bear 

Thiele Sounds to haughty Chloe's Ear; 

Capricious fair One lay afide 

Your aukward Coyneſs, hateful Pride: 

Do know, that now's the happy Hour, 

hat roving Damon owns your Pow'r. 


1 aen quickly ſnatch thy golden Bow, 
Accept the Flame, receive the Vow ; 
Lell her I rage, I burn, I die, 

Ut tell her, Boy, *tis all a Lye; 
Tell her, Today if ſhe'll not yield, 
Jo- morrow Celia takes the Field. 


Son CCXVIII. As Celia near, &c. 


E LL me not Cella once did bleſs 
Another's Mortal's Arms; 
That cannot make my Paſſion leſs, 
Nor mitigate her Charms. 


N 5 | Shall 
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Shall I refuſe to quench my Thirſt, 
Depending Life to fave. 

Becauſe ſome droughty Shepherd firſt 
Has kifs'd the ſmiling Wave. 

No, no; methinl:s 'tis wond'rous great, 
And ſuits a noble Blood, 

To have in Love, as well as State, 
A Taſter to our Food. 


Song CCCXIX. Tung Dain once the hap- 
piſs Swain. 


1. *. a voung and am' rous Swain, 
Saw two Beautics of the Plain, 
ho both his Heart ſubdue : ' 
Gay Celia's Eyes were dazz ling fair, 
Sabina's eaſy Shape and Air 

With ſofter Muſick. drew. 


He haunts the Stream, he haunts the Grove, 

Lives in a fond Romance of Love, 
And ſeems for each to die ; 

Till each a little ſpiteful growny 

Selina Celia's Shape ran down; 
And ſhe Sabira's Eyes. 

Their Envy made the Shepherd find 

Thoſe Eyes, waich Love cou'd only blind, 
So ſet the Lover free; 

No more he haunts the Grove or Stream, 

Or with a true Love-knot or Name, 
Engraves a wounced Tree. 

Ah Celia! (fly Sabina cry'd) 

Tho neither love, we're both deny d: 
Let either fix the Dart. 

Poor Girl ! (ſays Celia) ſay no more; 

That Spite, which broke his Chains before, 
Wou'd break the uther's Heart, 
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Song CCCXX. Sure neer was a Dog, &. 


URE n&er was Dog ſo wretched as I, 
Whoſe Reſt is for ever prevented; 
I'm neither at Peace when Aurelia looks cov, 
Nor when ſhe looks kind am contented. 


Her Frowns give a Pain I'm. unable to bear, 
The Thoughts of them ſet me a trembling : 

Her Smiles give no Joy, ſince I plaguily fear 
They can be no more than diſiembling. 


Then prithee, my Deareſt, conſent and be Kind, 
Put an End to this troubleſome Wooing ; 

For I ſee I ſhall ne'er be at Peace in my Mind, 
Till once you and I have been doing. 


Let your poor Dog no longer with Juſtice complain, 
Of Uſage that's hard above Meaſure ; 

But fince he has taſted ſo much of Love's Pain, 
Prithee fling bim a Bit of bis Pleaſuic. 


Sox CCCXXI. Room, Room jr a Rover, 


Rail's the Bliſs of Woman. 
Fleeting as a Shade; 
While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſits we're made: 
If our Favour's wanting, 
To their Wants we're kind; 
Ruin'd by our granting, 
We no Favour find. 
Birds, for kind complying, 
Love their Females more; 
We're led for denying, 
Scorn'd when we umplore, 
Write vn ev'ry Tree, 
Cherry, Cherry, fing the ſmall Birds, 
Terry, Terry fings the Black Bird, 
Happler far than we. 


N 6 Sox 
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Son G CCCXXII. Sweet, uſe your Time, 


HE Frantick know 
No Thought of Woe, 
No Senſe of Fear and Smart. 
Reflection wings 
Ten thouſand Strings, 
With Anguiſh to the Heart. 
What they have loſt, 
We to our Coſt, 
But for our Torment keep ; 
Their Cares forgot 
They feel em not; 
But laugh while others weep. 


Song CCCXXIII. The Sun was ſunk benea!b 
the Hill. 


HY, Damen, with the forward Day 
Doſt thou thy little Spot ſurvey ? 
From Tree to Tree, with doubtful Cheer 
Obſerve the Progreſs of the Year, 
What Winds ariſe, what Rains deſcend, 
When thou before that Year halt end. 


What do thy Noon-day Walks avail, 
To clear the Leaf and pick the Snail ? 
Then wantonly to Death decree 
An Inſect uſefuller than thee, 
Thou and the Worm are Brother-kind, 
As low, as earthy, and as blind. 


Vain Wretch, can'ſt thou expect to ſee, 
The downy Peach make Court to thee ? 

Or that thy Senſe ſhall ever meet 

The Bean-flower's deep enboſom'd Sweet? 
Exhaling with an Evening's Blaſt, 
Thy Evenings then will al be paſt. 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 277 


Thy narrow Pride, thy fancied Green, 

For Vanity's in little ſeen) 

All muft be left when Death appears 

In ſpite of Wiſhes, Groans, and Tears : 
Not one of all thy Plants that grow, 
But Roſemary, will with thee go. 


SoN G CCCXXIV. My Geddes Celia, heaventy 


Fair. 


I WAS in the ſolemn Noon of Night, 


As I lay by a murm'ring Stream, 


Betray'd by Fancy's ſweet Delight, 


Amuſed by an am'rous Dream. 


When ſtrait I heard, or ſeem'd to hear, 


From an Ivy's dark rev'rend Shade, 


| A ſolemn Sound aflault mine Ear, 


And heavily pierce the thick Glade, 


But ſoon a faint-pale Form appear'd, 


Like a Shade on a Moon-ſhiny W:1!l ; 


1 io it's gor'd Breaſt it's Hand it rear'd, 


And utter'd this ſorrowful Call. 


0 pity me, kind-hearted Swain 


7 


1 
4 


For you know, ah too well ! the falſe Maid; 


ne lov'd me firſt, firtt ſooth'd my Pain, 


She ſooth'd it, but then ſhe betray'd. 


; Depreſs'd with Anguiſh, Rage, and Grief, 


I fatally tought out this Grove, 


ere rafhly cut the Thread of Life, 


And ended all Hopes of my Love, 


bo But yet, tho* Beauty cannot pleaſe, 


And tho' 'm now tafteleſs of Charms, 


2 "Twill rob me of eternal Reſt, 


To think her enjoy'd in thy Arms. 


Yet 
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Yet once, I think, thou wert my Friend, 
Till the Friend in the Rival was loſt, 

O kindly let the Rival end, SO 
Nor farther torment a poor Ghoſt ! 


For this, a reſtleſs Shade I rove, 
Be warn'd by my pitiful Fate ! 
Betimes, betimes, renounce your Love, 


Nor ponder this Leſſon too late 


So may good Angels guard thy Sleep, 
But I to the falſe-hearted Maid 

Will glide, and thro' the Curtains peep, 
There ſhew her the Man ſhe betray d. 13 


She cannot, ſure, ſne cannot ſee 14 
So wretched an Object unmoy'd ! Hu 
At leaſt, I think, ſhell pity me, T To 
More traly than ever ſhe lov'd. - 
Farewel but, to yonder Cave, 133 
Where my Bones to the Ravens lie bare; T1 
Inhume them kindly in a Grave, 7 
And my Fame from Aſperſers, O dear! 1 


J trembled as the Spectre ſpoke, 
And, ſtarting, awak'd with the Fright, 
White the hoarſe Night-Birds hollow Croalk: 
Preſented the ſhivering Sprite. 


A ſudden Chillineſs froze my Breaſt, 
My Soul in a Terror was fled, 

Faintirg, I ſunk, benumb'd, oppreſs'd; 
And dream'd that Belira was dead. 


When ſoon, for now the dawning Light 
Be-jewell'd the dew-dropping Vale, 

A Youth came poſting thro' the Night 

Is tell me the fore-boded Tale. 


2 FA 

The Maid was dead my Tears were ju 1 oh 
I arouſe, and ſoon found out the Cave, a - 
Prepar'd an Urn, then mix'd their Duit, * wh 
And, weeping, laid both in a Grave, = The 
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Sonc CCCXXV. *Twas. on @ River's vere 
dant Side, &c. 


Hen Cynthia faw Bathſbeba's Charms, 
In wanton Colours dreſt, 
Thoſe Lips, thoſe killing Eyes, thoſe Arms, 5 
I dare not name the reſt ! 


The bluſting, envious, angry Maid 
Obſerv'd with various Paſſions toſt, 
To ev'ry vulgar Eye betray'd 
The Beauties ſhe alone could boaſt. 


A fatal Weapon forth ſhe drew, 
To check the curious Painter's Pride,. 
To veil thoſe Charms ſhe only knew, 
Thoſe Beauties only ſhe could hide. 


"Tis well, eramour'd Damon cry'd, 
F'en let the paltry Copy fall, 
By you the Loſs is well ſupply'd. 
In you we find th' Original. 


SoxG CCCXXVI. Genius of England. 


Fnius of England, from or pleaſant Bow'r of Blitz 
Arite, and ſpread thy ſacred Wings, 
Guard, guard from Foes the Brit; State, 
Thou, on whole Smiles do wait 
TH uncertain happy Fate of Monarchies and Kings. 
Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave Boys, to the 
Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Hollow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
ollow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars: 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
The Laurel you know 1s the Prize, 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 


The noble Scars looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes. 
Then 
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Then ſhake off your ſlothful Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inſpire your Hearts; 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts ; 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 


Sox CCCXXVII. Young Philoret and 
Celia met. 
HE Vouth, whom [I 


io fave would die, 
durpaſſes all Defire ; 
Love's fatal Dart 
Inflames my Heart, 
And ſets me all on Fire. 


The plaintive Dove, 
Without her Love, 
Thus mourns like me opprett ; 
But when her Mate 
Arrives. tho' late, 
Joy triumphs in her Breaſt, 


Sox CCCXXVIII. Bleſ&d as it immortal 
God is he. 


N Slumber ſweet as Venus lay 
Within a fragrant Myrtle Grove, 
here Odour-breathing Zephyrs play, 
There wily Cupid chanc'd to rove. 
Surpriz'd, he ſees the Goddeſs there 
Alone, and calmly lulPd to Reſt, 
With looſen'd Zone, and golden Hair, 
Soft waving o'er her ſnowy Breaſt. 
This Love-creating Zone, he cries, 
Shall now diviner Car?'ret grace, 
Shall give new Luſtre to her Eyes, 
And ſpread new Beauty o'er her Face. 


= >: * $5: ez 446% 
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Y. | The Girdle ſeiz d, and Cupid flown, 
From Sleep aroſe the Queen of Love, 
earts; She miſs'd her Beauty-giving Zone, 
And ſought it, anxious, thro' the Grove. 
This Lofs will all my Charms deſtroy, 
She cries, and O I fear —, my Son, 
To give a fav'rite Female Joy, 


e, Hath all his Parent's Pow'r undone. 
I To ſearch him out, ſhe ſpeeds away 


From Place to Place with eager Haſte, 
And ſpies him full of Mirth and Play, 
At beauteous Cart ret's Toilet plac'd. 


The Fair ſuch Charms poſſeſs'd before, 
As ne'er in mortal Form were ſeen, 
The Girdle adds a thouſand more, 

Buy which ſhe rivals Beauty's Queen. 


In Cart'ret's Face ſuch Graces ſmil'd 
The Goddeſs looks away her Rage, 
I'm pleas'd, the cries, fince thus beguil'd, 

To ſhow Perfection to the Age. 


Son 6 CCCXXIX. If Love the Virgiu's Heart 
invade. 


HEN Daphne o'er the Meadows fled, 
To ſave her untouch'd Maidenhead, 
And ſhun Apollb's Suit: 

The haughty Virgin did not fear 

+ His certain Darts, nor ſcorn to hear 

The Muſick of his Lute. 


No ſomething elſe muſt needs create 
11 
The Cauſe of ſuch a cruel Hate: 
. And this was her Condition ; 
She loyv'd the God, as he was fair, 
And of a bright immortal Air, 
But kated the Phyſician, 


* — E 


tal 


SONG 


he 
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Sox CCCXXX. Amongſt the pure Ones el! — 


t W 
Mongſt the pure Ones all, Co 
W ho Conſcience do profeſs, *Cauſ 
And yet that ſort of Conſcience 5 
Do practiſe nothing leſs: not: 
I mean the Sect of thoſe Elect, if 
Trat loath to live by Merit, | 
That lead their Lives with other Mens Wives, Go 
According unto the Spirit. 1 
One met with a holy Siſter of ours, | 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him, Wo 
Ard fain he would have kiſs'd her, 5 ( 
Becauſe the Spirit mov'd him : | 8 
Fut ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, 1 
You're damn'd unleſs you do it; 
Therefore conſent, do not repent, 1 As 
For the Spirit doth move me to it. | 
She, not willing to cffend, poor Soul, . 
Yielded unto his Motion, 
And what theſe Two did intend, 
Was out of pure Devotion. 
To lie with a Friend and a Brother, 
She thought ſhe ſhould die no Sinner; : 
But e're five Months were paſt, i 7 
'The Spirit was quick within her. nm 
But what will the Wicked ſay, l 
hen they ſhall hear of this Rumour ? N 


They'll laugh at us every Day, | 
And (colt at us in every Corner 1 
Let em do ſo ſtill, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion ; 
They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elect, 
Nor none of our Congregation. 


| But 


F. 


ES Cl, 4 
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But when the Time was come 
That ſhe was to be laid, 

It was no very great Crime, 
Committed by her, they ſaid ; 

"Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew, 
"Twas done by a Friend and a Brother, 
But a very great Sin, they faid, it had been 

If it had been done by another. 


Song CCCXXXI. Stay, Shepherd, ftav, I 
prithee ſtay. 


Why did &er my Thoughts aſpire 
To wiſh for that no Crown can buy, 
ITis Sacrilege, but to deſire 
What ſhe in Honour will deny. 


As Indians do the eaſtern Skies, 
I at a Diſtance muſt adore 
The brighter Glories of her Eyes, 
And never dare pretend to more. 


Sox CCCXXXII. My Goddeſs Celia, 
heay*nly Fair, 


Nerateful Love! thus ev'ry Hour, 

To puniſh me by her Diſdain! 
You tyrannize to ſhow your Power; 
And ſhe to triumph in my Pain. 


You, who can laugh at human Woes, 
And Victims to her Pride decree, 

On me, your yielding Slave, impoſe 
Your Chains ; but leave the Rebel free. 


How fatal are your poiſon'd Darts! 
Her conqu'ring Eyes the Trophies boaſt ; 
Whilſt you enſnare poor wand'ring Hearts, 
That in her Charms and Scorn are loſt. 


Impious 
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Impious and cruel you deny 
A Death to eaſe me of my Care; 
Which ſhe delays, to make me try 
The Force of Beauty and Deſpair. 


SONG 


How on 


Song CCCXXXIII. Say, crue! Armore!, how | And 
long. What f. 
Wha 
AY, cruel Armoret, how long, When t 
In Billet-doux, and humble Song, * 
Shall poor 4/:xis woo ? Let the 
If neither Writing, Sighing, Dying, . Req 
Reduce you to a ſoft Complying, Let the 
O! when will you come to ? And 
Full thirteen Moons are now paſe'd o'er, The N 
Since firſt thoſe Stars I did ; AL 
That ſet my Heart on Fire: Who 
The conſcious Play-houſe, Parks, and Court, An 
Have ſcen my Sufferings made your Sport, The . 
Yet was I ne'er the nigher. I w 
A faithful Lover ſhould deſerve Pot. 
A better Fate, than thus to ſtarve Ti 
In fight of ſuch a Feaſt. 
But oh ! if you'll not think it fit 
Your hungry Slave ſhould taſte one Bit; 
Give ſome kind Looks at leaſt. þ 
Song CCCXXXIV. Amelia wiſhes, &c, an 
Melia wiſhes, when ſhe dies, Wh 
Her deareſt Lord may cloſe her Eyes, RX. 
And Heaven may open his ; To 
Then will he wiſh, but all in vain, ; 


To have her render'd back again, 
From Realms of endleſs Bliſs. 
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Sono CCCXXXV. Stay, | Shepherd, ſtay, 
J prithee ay. 


Hen Chhe ſhines ſerenely gay, 

Oh! how Love's Goddeſs ſhe outvies ! 
How on her Lips the Graces play, 

And Cupids wanton in her Eyes! 


What ſoft Delights her Smiles impart! 
What Raptures does young Damen feel, 
When thus ſhe raviſhes his Heart, 
With Joys too mighty to reveal ! 


Let the Conceited of her Sex 
3 Requite, with Scorn, the Lover's Pain; 
Let them take Pleaſure to perplex, 

And triumph o'er a dying Swain. 


The Nymph muſt have a heav'nly Mind, 
A Soul that's gen'rous, great, and brave; 

Who conquers only to be kind, 
And makes it her Delight to ſave. 


The God-like Romans ſo (tho' crown'd, 

” Where'er they came, with Victory) 
Not tor their Arms were more renown'd. 
Than for their Acts of Clemency. 


Sons CCCKX XVI. Jolly Roger. 


Olly Roger, Twangdilia of Plouden- Hill, 
In Cheſt had two thouſand gocd Pound, 
tat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill'd, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground; 
Which made ev'ry Maiden with Maiden-head laden, 
And Widows tho juſt ſet free, ee 
To wrangle and fret, and plump up their Wit 
To train to the Net Tavangdillo, Tauang dee. 


The firſt that brake Ice was a Laſs had been 

' Born of a good Houſe, but rang f 

Her Gown was new dy'd and her Nightrail clean, 
And to ſing and talk French had been bred ; She'd 
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She'd dance N:rthern Nancy, 
Ask, Parlex vous Franſay? 
That Heod;e might her Breeding ſee, IN 
She'd ro!l her black Eye, 
Breathe ſhort with a Sigh, 


When e'er ſhe came nigh Twargdi/l, Twang. &Cc. Com 
The next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature low, but 
That fancy'd ſhe wanted a Male, 14A 
Iler Hair as black as an Autumn Sloe, The 
And hard as a Coach-Horſe's Tail: 1 


She'd ogle and wheedle, 
And prick with her Needle ; 
What d' lack? what d' buy? cry'd ſhe; And 
But now the brisk 'i one 
Is chang'd to a Groan, 


Ah! Pity my Moan, Tawangdilh, Tvang. &c. So p 
A muſty cid Chamber-Maid, lean and tall, JT: 
The next as a Suitor appears, r 
Wich a Tongue loud and ſhrill but no Teeth at all, Nou: 
For Time had drawn them many Years ; C: 


Cat Gowns, and ſuch Lumber, 
Old Smecks without Number, 
She bragg'd ſhould her Dowry be: \$p 
Forty pair of lac'd Shoes, 
Ribbons Green, Red, and Rlues, 


But all wou'd not nooſe Tavanr dill, Tang. &c. Tw: 
The next was a Laſs of a Poi Strain, I: wa 


That Feſuit Whims had been taught, 
She biagg'd they ſhould ſoon have King F again, 8 
Tho' her Spouſe was late Eavg'd for the Plot; 
The French wou'd come over, 
And land here at D:wer, 
And ail as they with'd wou'd be; 
The Jacob ite Jade 
Taik's as if ſhe was mad, 
In hopes to have had Trang, Trans. Kc. 


A Vintner's fat Widow then ſtraight was view'd, 
Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome pelt: 

He had kill'd half his Neighbours with Wine he'd brew'd 4 
Aud lately hed poiſon'd himſelf, 


Wt 
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With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Souſe paying for it, 
She'd Roger's Companion be; 
Strike þ1it on the Board, 
H zzu was the Word, 
Come K1ls me, ador'd Tavargdillh, Wang, &c. 
tut Roger reſolv'd not to be her Man, 
And io gave a Looſe to the next, 
The Niece of a canting blear-ey'd Non con, 
'T nat ſtifly cou'd canvas a Text. 
A Dame of Cheapfite too, 
Wou'd fain be his Pride too 
And make him of Londen free: 
But no Laſs wou'd down, 
In Country or 'Town, 
© purſe-proud was grown TwangYillo, Twang. &c. 
Irin at laſt pretty Nang, a Farmer's Joy, 
That newiy a milking had been: 
L Round fac'd, cherry cheek'd, with a ſmirking Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green : 
She mov'd like a Goddeſs, 
And in her lac'd Bodice 
A Span ſhe wou'd hardly be, 
Her L'ps were plump grown, 
And her Hair a dark Brown; 
Twas ſhe that brought down T-vargdillo, Twwargdiliv, 
i wangeilh, young luſiy Twwargdilh, Tauangdee. 


gun, Sox CCCXXXVII. Dying Swan. 


Lide ſeiftly on, ye purling Stream, 
Pur.ue the Lad I love; 
In zotteſt Murmurs tell my Flame, 
And try his Heart to move. 


do may thy Banks be ever green, 
* Thy Channel never dry, 
Whene'er thy Springs are failing ſeen, 
My Tears ſhail them ſupply. 


DOrew'd | 


Wit | May 
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May gilded Carp thy Surface skim: 
Inſtead of uſeleſs Weeds, 

May painted Flow'rs adorn thy Brim, 
And Knots of bending Reeds. 


SoN G CCCXXXVIII. How brim-ful, &c. 


Ow brim ful of Nothing's the Life of a Beau? | 
They've Nothing to think of, they've'Nothing to do; 
Nor they've Nothing to talk of, for Nothing they know :Þ 


Such, Such is the Life of a Beau. 


For Nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Air; 
Spend the Morning in V:thing but Curling their Hair; 
And do Nothing ail Day but ſing, ſaunter, and ſtare : Þ 


Such, Such is the Lift of @ Reau. 


For Nothing at Night to the Play-houſe they croud. 

For to mind Nethiug done there they always are proud, 

But to bow, and to grin, and talkx—— Nothing aloud : 
Such, Such is the Life of a Beau. 


For Nerhing they run to th' Aſſembly and Ball; 

And for Nothing at Cards a fair Partner call, 

For they {ti!] muſt be beaſted who've———Neth:ng at all: 
Such, ſuch is the Lift ofa Beau. 


For /»thirg on Sundays at Church they appear. 
For they've Nothing to hope, nor they've Nothing to fear; 
they can be Nothing no Where, who. Nothing are here 

euch, ſuch is the Liftof a Bean. | 


Song CCCKXXIX. No more, Sir, no more,| 
. 


O more, Sir, no more, I'll e'en give it o'er, 
I ſee it is all but a Cheat; 

Your ſoft wiſhing Eyes, your Vows and your Lyes, 
Which thus you ſo often repeat. 

"Tis you are to blame, who fooliſhly claim 

So filly a lean Sacrifice: N 

But Lovers, who pray, muſt always obey, 
And bring down their Knees and their Eyes, Of 
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Of late you have made Devotion a Trade, 
In Loving, as well as Religion ; 

But you cannot prove, thro' th'Ages of Love, 
Any Worſhip was offer'd but one. 


That one let it be in which we agree, 
Leave Forms to the Maids who are younger, 
We're both of a Mind, make haſte and be kind, 
And continue a Goddeſs no longer. 


Song CCCXL. Sweet are the Charms. 


Ehold, and liſten, while the Fair 
Breaks in ſweet Sounds the willing Air, 
And with her own Breath Fans the Fire, 
Which her bright Eyes do firſt inſpire. 
What Reaſon can that Love controul, 
Which more than one Way courts the Soul ? 


So when a Flaſh of Lightning falls 

On our Abodes, the Danger calls 

For human Aid, which hopes the Flame 
To conquer, though from Heaven it came 53 
But if the Winds with that conſpire, 

Men ſtrive not but deplore the Fire. 


Soxc CCCXLI. Thou riſing Sun, &c, 
Hou riſing Sun, whoſe gladſome Ray 


Invites my Fair to rural Play, 
Ditpel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
And bring my Orra to my Eycs. 


O were I ſure my Dear to view, 
I'd climb the Pine-Tree's topmoſt Bough, 
Aloft in Air that quivering plays, | 
And round and round for ever gaze. 
My Orra Mar, where art thou laid? 
What Woods conceal my ſleeping Maid? 
Up by the Roots, enrag'd I'Il tear 
The Trees that hide my promis'd Fair, 
Vol. II. O Oh ! 
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Oh! I cou'd ride on Clouds and Skies, 
Or on the Raven's Pinions riſe ; 

Ye Storks, ye Swans, a Moment ftay, Sox. 
And waft a Lover on his Way. 


My Bliſs, too long, my Bride denies, 
Apace the wafting Summer flies, 
Or yet the wintry Blaſts I fear, 
Not Storms, or Nights ſhall keep me here. ©. 


What may for Strength with Steel compare ? 
Oh! Love has Fetters ſtronger far; 
By Bolts of Steel are Limbs confin'd, 


But cruel Love enchains the Mind. 
No longer then perplex thy Breaſt, Mac 
When Thoughts torment, the firſt are beit Giv! 
"Tis mad to go, tis Death to ſtay, | eG. 
Away to Orra, haſte away. Fon 
ks, 

Songs CCCXLII. TI range aromd 1d 

ſhady Bowers. 


| Hat, which her ſlender Waſte confin'd. 

Shall now my joyful Temples bind, 
No Monarch but wou'd give his Crown, 
His Arms might do what tais has done. 


It was my Heaven's extreameſt Sphere, 
The Pale which held that lovely Dear, 
My Joy, my Grief, my Hope, my Love, 
Þid all within this Circle move. 


Cir 


A narrow Compaſs, and yet there, H 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair : 
Give me but what this Ribband bound, A 


Take ali the reſt, the Sun goes round. 
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Song CCCXLIII. Who to win a Woman's 


Favour. 


HO, to win a Woman's Favour, 
Would ſolicit long in vain ? 

Who, to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 
Would endure an Age of Pain? 

Idle toying, 

Ne'er enjoying, 

Pleas'd with Suing, 

Fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 


+ Give me, Love, the beauteous Rover, 
+ Whom a gen'ral Paſſion warms, 
Fondly bleſſing ev'ry Lover, 
| Frankly proff ring all her Charms: 
I Never flying, 
Still complying, 

Fond to pleaſe you, 

Glad to eaſe you, 

Circled in her ſnowy Arms. 


Song CCCXLIV. Molly Mag. 


Ith her round the World will I wander, 
For her er'ry Hardſhip I'll bear, 
Diſtreſs will but make me grow fonder, 
While ſmiling, the Sweeting's my Care; 
Since then my fond Paſſion does grieve you, 
O let me your Blefling implore, 
And then I for ever will leave you, 
No, never to trouble you more. 


922 Soo 
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a hope 
nce ch 
Sons CCCXLV. Thus Kitty, beautiful af bang 
Young. And pr 
; "he zol 
Lyth was I each Morn to ſee, But Da 
My Swain come o'er the Hill; he m 
He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me, I-That \ 
F'ie meet him with Good-will. 

To Ph 
I neither wanted Yew nor Lamb, With 
When his Flocks near me lay, I Cr ms: 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, {or v 
And chear'd me all the Day. But it 
He tun'd his Pipe, and play'd ſo ſweet, $59.28 
The Birds fat lining by, = _— 
And the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz'd, Hd 


Charm'd with his Melody : 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but grateful be, 

He won my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he ask'd of me ? 


Hard Fate! that T muſt baniſh'd be, 
Go heavily and mourn, 

"Cauſe I oblig d the Kindeſt Swain, 
That ever yet was born. 


Song CCCXLVI. Waft me ſome ſoft 
cooling Breeze. 


F all the mighty Pow'rs above, 
Firſt Damon ſu'd to that of Love, 

Ard fondly begg'd a Nymph to find, 
Both fair and conſtant to his Mind: 
The little God, with waggiſh Ear, 
Heard all, but granted half the Pray's ; 
A Fair inconſtant Damon found, 
She chain'd han faſt, then left kim bound. 


In 


. 


ul a; 


n hopes his Freedom to retrieve, 

ce charming Cylee cou'd deceive, 

'oung Damon Bacchus next addreſt, 

And pray'd to drive her from his Breaſt ; 
he jolly God the Doſe apply'd, 

But Damon's Love its Force defy'd; 

he more he drunk, the more he found, 


That Wine inflam'd, not heal'd his Wound. 


To Phæbus then he thus complains, 
Vita Mufick's Charms unbind my Chains, 


{Cr make my Che faithful prove; 


tor what can Love reward, but Love? 
But in ſoft Notes he try'd in vain, 

Jo eaſe his Mind, and ſooth his Pain; 
For when the Swain his Lyre had ſtrung, 


| He thought on Che whilſt he ſung. 


At laſt young Damon try'd if Mars 


Wou'd take his Love or Life in Wars; 


But on the March, and in the Fight, 
Falſe Chloe's ever in his Sight; 

With fetter'd Art what can he do ? 

His Body's made a Captive too : 

Thus doubly bound he makes his Moan, 
And begs Relief of her alone. 


Call me not falſe, becauſe I ſtrove 


To cure my own, or fix thy Love; 
Ceaſe to be jealous of three Gods, 

Since till in ſpite of all the Odds, 

My C4hz's Charms more pow'rful prove, 
Than all the Deities above, 

Your Chains, with Pleaſure, let me wear ; 
However thoſe of State I bear. 


Song CCCXLVII. Had IT the World at my 


Commend. 


Bſerve the num'rous Stars which grace 
The fair, the fair expanded Skies ; 
So many Charms has Lesb:a's Face, 
A thouſand thouſand more her Eyes, 
O 3 
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Whene'er the beauteous Maid appears, ! 


We cannot, cannot but admire ; 
But when ſhe ſpeaks ſhe charms our Ears, 
And ſets, and ſets our Souls on Fire. 


Songs CCXLVIII. My Godde/s Celia, 
beaVnly Fair. 


Elinda, fee from yonder Flow'rs 
The Bee flies loaded to its Cell; | 
Can you perceive what it devours, I 
Are they impair'd in Show or Smell? 
So tho I robb'd you of a Kiſs, | Wore 
Sweeter than their ambroſial Dew, a 
Why are you angry at my Bliſs, 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you? 
Tis by this Cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind Reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, 
Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve. 


Song CCXLIX. I Burn, &c. 


Burn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes, 

Fach Eye-ball too like Lightning flaſhes ; 
ithin my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire. 


Blow, the Wind's t Ruler, blow, 
Bring the Po and the Ganges hither, 
Tis ſultry Weather; 

Pour them all on my Soul, 
It will hiſs like a Coal, 
But never be the cooler. 


"T'was Pride hot as Hell, 
That firſt made me rebel; 
From Love's awful Throne, a curs'd Angel I fell. 
And mourn now my Fate, 
Which myſelf did create, 
Fool, Fool, that conſider'd not when I was well. 2 
Adieu, 
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Adieu, tranſporting Joys ; 
Of, ye fantaſtick Toys, 
# That dreſs their Face and Body to allure. 
N Bring me Daggers, Poiſon, Fire, 
| Since Scorn is turn'd into Deſire, 
4 All Hell feels not the Rage which I, poor I, endure, 


Sux6 CCCL. Ven Loters for Favours 
petition, 


Hen Lovers for Favours petition, 
\ Oh then they approach with ReſpeR ; 
But when in our Hearts they've Admiſſion, 
They treat us with Scorn and Neglect 3 
'Tis dang'rous ever to try them, 
So artful are Men to deceive, 
"Tis ſafer, much ſafer to fly them, 
So eaſy are Maids to believe, 


Sona CCCLI. Greenwood Tree, 


Arewel the World, and mortal Cares, 
The raviſh'd Strephon cry'd, 
A< full of joy and tender 'I ears 
He lay by Phillis Side: 
Let others toil for Wealth and Fame, 
Whil& not one Thought of mine 
At any other Bliſs ſhall aim, 
But thoſe dear Arms of thine. 


Still let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
And hear thy charming Tongue, 
nothing aſk t'increaſe my Joys, 
But thus to feel 'em long. 
In cloſe Embraces let us lie, 
And ſpend our Lives to come, ö 
Then let us both together die, | 
And be each other's Tomb, 


N O 4 So vo 
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Song CCCLII. No longer PII bear. 


O longer I'll bear, 
In the Heart of the Fair, 
A Rival thus happy to reign ; 
While I in Deſpair, 
Tormented with Care, 
For ever muſt ſigh and complain; 
Aſſiſt me Lachefir, 
Aﬀilt me Nemeſis, 
Ye Furies, ye Deſtinies aid; 
Their Union divide, 
And vanquith the Pride 
Of chis charming, this obſtinate Maid. 


Sou CCCLUI. With tuneful Pipe, &c. 


Hall Strangers weep, and ſhall not I, 
The Cauſe of all his Woe ? 
I'd ſree'y drain theſe Eye-ſtrings dry, 
Cuu'd I his Grief forego ; 
Why did I treat with ſuch Diſdain, 
A Flame fo pure and true ? 
Why love I ſtill, yet love in vain, 


Where Hate is only due ? 


Song CCCLIV. Who&er to a Wife, 


Hoe'er to a Wife 
Is link'd for his Life, 

Ts plac'd in moſt wretched Condition : 
Tho plagu'd with her Tricks, 
Like a Bliſter ſhe ſticks, 

And Death is his only Phyſtcian, 

And Death, &c. 


To trifle and toy 
May give a Man Joy, 
When ſummon'd by Love or by Beauty : 


But 


0 
% 
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But where is the Bliſs in 

Our conjugal Kiſſing, 
When Paſſion is 8 by Duty ? 
When Paſſion, &c. 


The Curr who's poſſeſt 

Of Mutton the belt, 
A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure : 

But if to his Tail 

"Tis ty'd, without Fail, 
He's harraſs'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure, 
He's harraſs'd, &C. 


Song CCCLV. Whoever to a Wife. 


Hat Man who for Life 
Is bleſs'd in a Wife, 

Is ſure in a happy Condition; 

Go things how they will, 

She ſticks by him till, 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phy ſician. 
She's, &C. 

Pray where is the Joy, 

To trifle and toy, 
Yet dread {ome Diſaſter from Beauty:? 

But ſweet is the Bliſs 

Of a conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. 
Ihe, 1 


One extravagant Whore 

Shall coſt a Man more, 
Than twenty good Wives that are ſaving ; 

For Wives they will ſpare, 

That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are eternally craving. | 4 
ut, &C. 


Sox CCCLVI. Troeed.- Side. 
i R:i:hmoand's cool Grotto's, reclin'd, 


On a verdant ſoft moily Bed; 
ho wou'd to a Court be A 
When ſuch Blits is poſſeſd in the Shade ? 
0 The 


\ 
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The Thames that flows ſmoothly along, 
A Witneſs to Lovers ſad Pains, 
Inſpires their am'rous Song, 
And echo's in Rills to their Strains. 


Sweet warble the Lark and the Thruſh, 
In every Field and each Grove ; 

The Nightingale too from each Buſh, 
Replies to the ſoft cooing Dove. 


The Zephyrs, that play 'midſt the Trees, 
Spread a genial Fragrance around, 
And refreſh, with a ſweet cooling Breeze, 

The Flow'rs that enamel the Ground. 


The Ruſtic, polite and refin'd, 
All Nature's vaſt Pleaſures in view; 
New Graces f1:] riſe to the Mind, 
And Tranſports each Hour renew. 


Were Mortal: their Stations to chooſe, 
In lieu of their Paradile loſt, 

Each R- treat but this they'd refuſe, 
And find it as bleſs'd as the firſt. 


Soda CCLVII. Al in the Downs the 


Fleet was moo d. 


Oor Celia once was very fair; 
A quick bewitching Eye ſhe had, 
With Luſtre ſhone her braided Hair, 
Her roſy Cheeks would make you mad; 
Upon her Lips did all the Graces play, 
And on her Hreaſt ten thoufand 2 lay. 


Then many a doating Lover came, 
From ſeventeen till twenty - one; 


Each told her of his mighty Flame; 
But ſhe (for ſooth) affecied none; 


One was not handſome, t'other was not fine, 
This of Tobacco ſmelt, and that of Wine. 


But, 


i 
| 
| 
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But, t'other Day, it was my Fate, 
To walk along that Way alone, 
I ſaw no Coach before her Gate, 
But, at the Door, I heand her moan : 
She dropp'd a Tear, and, ſighing, ſeem'd to ſay, 
Young Ladies, marry, marry while you may ! 


Son CCCLVIIL My Goadeſs Celia, 
heat nly Fair. 


H O', lovely Phillis, thou art eoy, 
And cruel to the am'rous Swain; 
Regardleſs of the ſighing Boy, 
And ſenſeleſs of thy Lover's Pain. 


Yet ſtill I keep thee in my Heart, 
Thou art the Fair whom I muſt love, 

I'll keep thy Image, tho' with Smart, 
And try if Conſtancy can move. 


In Sighs I to the Winds complain, 


And to the harden'd Rocks I weep ; 
By Day, thou art my conſtant Pain, 
At Night, the Viſion of my Sleep. 


Sow CCCLIX. Thomas, I cannot. 


Fig for the dainty civil Spouſe 
Who's bred at the Court, or France ; 
He treats his Wife with Smiles and Bows, 
Ind minds not the good main Chance; 
Be Gregory 
The Man for me, 
1nc' giv'n to many a Maggot, 
For * would — ww 
Like any Turk, | 
None like him eer handled a Faggot, a Faggoi, 
None like him &er handled a Faggot. 


0 6 So ve 
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Song CCCLX. Beneath a cooling Shade. 


Eneath a cooling Shade, 
B Young Strepbhen ſought Relief, 
he Flowers around his Head 


Pin'd, conſcious of his Grief. 


Fond, fooliſh Wretch, he cry'd, 
I love and yet deſpair ; 
Purſue, tho' ſtill deny d 
By the too cruel Fair. 


The Courtier aſks a Place, 
The Sailor tempts the Sea, 
The Miſer begs Increaſe, 


Love only governs me. | 2.5 


Nor Honour, Wealth, nor Fame, 
Can like ſoft Tranſports move, 
On Earth 'tis Bliſs ſapreme, 
And Heaven is but to love. 


Sox CCCLXI. Believe my Sighs, my Tears, 


my Dear. 


Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 
No (uiet's in my Mind, 
tio! neer could be a happier Swain, 
Were S dvia leſs ankied þ 
For when (as long her Chains I've worn} 
I aſs Relief from Smart, 
She only gives me Looks of Scorn ; 
Alas! *twill break my Heart 


My Rivals, rich in worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold ; 

Put furely 1 a Heaven adore, 
Too precicus to be fold ; 


Can 


Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize, 
For Wealth, and not Deſert, 

und my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe ? 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart ! 


When, like ſome panting hov'ring Dove, 
I for my Bliſs contend, 

And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 
She coldly calls me, Friend. 

Ah Slvia ! thus in vain you ftrive 
To act a Healer's Part; 

'Twill keep but ling'ring Pain alive, 
Alas! and break my Heart. 


When on my. lonely penſive Bed, 
I lay me down to Reſt, 

In hopes to calm my raging Head, 
And cool my burning Breaſt, 

Her Cruelty all Eaſe denies ; 
With ſome ſad Dream ] ſtart, 

All drown'd in Tears I find my Eyes, 
And breaking feel my Heart. 


Then riſing, thro' the Path I rove, 
That leads me where ſhe dwells, 

Where to the ſenſeleſs Waves my Love 
Its mournful Story tells ; 

With Sighs I dew and kifs the Door, 
Till Morning bids depart, 

Then vent ten thouſand Sighs and more; 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart ! 


But, Sy/via, when this Conqueſt's won, 
And I am dead and cold, 

Renounce the cruel Deed you've done, 
Nor glory when 'tis told; 

For ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid 
Will take my injur'd Part, 

And curſe thee, Syluia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor Heart. 
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Song CCCLXII. Why is your faithful Swain 
diſdain'd. | 


E LL me, ye Gay, ye Brave, ye Wile, 
Ye Strangers all to Celia's Eyes, 
Whoſe Hearts are ever free ; 
Tell me, how ſha!l a wounded Swain 
The Conflicts of his Mind reſtrain, 
"Twixt Love and Liberty ? 


With conſtant Care my Flavia charms, 

And courts m2 to her willing Arms, 
The trueſt Nymph is ſhe ; 

My rebel Heart ſtill unconfin'd, 

To all her fond Endearments blind, 
Sceks Love and Liberty. 


A Victim falls to Celia's Shrine, 

Who reigns alone with Pow'r Divine, 
Deipotick Queen of me. 

And ſpite of all my conſcious Shame, 

My guilty Eyes reveal my Flame, 
I've loſt my Liberty. 

Ch dear, cruel God of Love! 

Propitious to thy Suppliant prove, 
Ah ! let me ſtill be free; 

Grace Flavia with her Rival Charms, 


Or bleſs me in my Celia's Arms, 
With Love and Liberty. 


Song CCCLXIII. As Celia near a Fountain 
lay. 


HE ſung with ſuch a Sweetneſs ſung, 
And look'd with fuch a Grace, 
Methought I heard an Angel's Tongue 
And ſaw an Angel's Face. 185 


Ot 
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; Of Beauty ſuch a winning Charm, 
2017 Such Innocence of Soul; 
At once the coldeſt Heart may warm, 
The warmeſt may controul. 


And ſhall then Gold — (O impious Thought!) 
Such Excellence out-weigh ? 

Can ſhe (O vile Exchange!) be bought 
To brutal Luft a Prey? 


Are theſe the Fruits of Charms divine ? 
O wond'rous hapleſs Maid ! 

And do the more thy Graces ſhine, 
The more to be betray'd ? 


But know, O Fair! the World's a Stage, 
And Life itſelf a Play; 

The vary'd AR, a vary'd Age, 
The changeful Scene, a Day. 


How ſweetly haſt thou fill'd thy Part, 
As C--ſmire's gen'rous Wife 

Be itill the ſame, and keep thy Heart, 
Still ſpotleſs in thy Life. 


O!] ſcorn a Polhh's tawdry Fate —— 
No, ſtill be nobly poor: 

What God can gild, or change the Hate- 
ful Name or Guilt of W 


Nor need'ſt thou (as I judge) be told, 

No Sums can conntervail the Coft, 
(Tho' Crowns or Garters give thee Gold) 
| Of Innocence and Virtue loſt. 


'H 


Soxg CCCLXIV. As Celia near a Fountain 
4 lay. 


Female Friend advis'd a Swain, 
A (Whofe Heart ſhe wiſh'd at Eaſe) 
ake Love thy Pleaſure, not thy Pain, 
Nor let it deeply ſeize, 


f Beauty. 
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Beauty, where Vanities abound, 
No ſerious Paſſion claims; 

Then till a Phoenix can be found 
Do not admit the Flames. 


But griev'd, ſhe finds that his Replies 
(Since prepoſſeſs'd when young) 

Take all their Hints from Sy/via's Eyes, 
None from Ardelia's Tongue. 

Thus, Cupid, of our Aim we mils, 
Who would unbend thy BoW; 

And each ſlight Nymph a Phenix is, 
When Love will have it ſo. 


Sons CCCLXV. Phillis, as her Wine ſhe 
 fippd in. 
Yivia, on her Arm reclining, 
In a ſhady Grove's Retreat, 

Lay in looſe Attire, deſigning, fa, la, la, &c. 

To avoid the ſultry Heat. 
Tho' unveil'd, ſhe thought no Stander- 

by could view the lonely Fair, 


While young Zephyrs came and found her, fa, la, &c. 
Beauteous Face with fragrant Air. 


Tacre the blooming Nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent Swain, 

There extended ſhe lay wanting, fa, la, &c. 
Him to eaſe her love-ſick Pain. 


Soon the happy Youth, who won her, 
To the kind Retreat drew near, vo 

And in Tranſport gaz'd upon her, fa, la, Oc. 
Charms repos'd in Slumber there. 


Love perſuaded, *twas no Sin to 

Went his Flames without Debate, 
5 he boidly enter'd into, fa, la, la, Sc. 
Tales of Love with Sylvia firait, He 


= 
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Sox CCCLAVI. With tuneful Pipe and 
merry Glee. 


Anging the Plain one Summer's Night, 
To paſs a vacant Hour, 
I fortunately chanc'd to light 
On lovely Phill:;'s Bow'r. 
The Nymph, adorn'd with thouſand Charms, 
In Expectation fat, 
To meet thoſe Joys in Stiephon's Arms, 
Which Tongue cannot relate. 


Upon her Hand ſhe lean'd her Head, 
e Her Breaſts did gently riſe ; 
That ev'ry Lover might have read 
Her Wiſhes in her Eyes. 
At ev'ry Rreath that moves the Trees, 
--- Sha * would ftart ; 
A Cold on all her Body ſeiz'd, 
A Trembling on her Heart. 


But he, that knew how well ſhe lov'd, 
Beyond his Hour had flay'd ; 

And both with Fear and Anger mov'd 
The melancholy Maid. | 


Ye Gods, ſaid ſhe, how oft he ſwore, 
He would be here by One; 

But now, alas! 'tis Six, and more, 
And yet he is not come. 


Song CCLXVII. Vo has &er been at 


Paris. 


4 


| Ome liſten, ye Engliſb, a while to my Strain, 
While I tell you a Story will give you much 
Pain, | 
How Engliſbmen ſtarve while the Foreigners gain. 
With a down, down, derry, derry, &c. 


What 
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What have you e'er done to deſerve ſuch a Doom ? 

With your Fathers your Wit is ſure all in the Tomb, 

That you forfeit your Senſe for a Sgualler of Rome. 
Hith a down, &c. | 


The Voice of an Funuch what Clown won't obey ? 

Sound Senſe for Franci/que you've barter'd away, 

And for Glaſſes your Eyes you exchange ev'iy Day. 
With a down, &C. 


No Focl is fo dull but their Worth will enhance, 
Bat if al! their Nations come hither to dance, 
I hope we ſhall quickly be wur'd of Fance. 

With a acwn, &C. 


Coart, City, and Country ſtand on their Side, 

Our Delight it is grown, and our Boaſt, and our Pride, 

To fee Enzlimen walk while the Foreigners ride, 
With a dawn, &C. 


With 1Monfeur our Play-bills are ſtuck ev'ry Day, © 
Italian, French, Dutchmen ful up ev'ry Way, 
And Signior and Monſieur 1s all we can ſay, 

With a down, &C, 


Our Heroes like [talians now impotent grow, 

Our Elders all weak as Frenci/qzue n his Show, 

And our Stateſmen ſhort- ſighted, alas! as a Beau. 
With a down, &c. | 


Ye Schools, that for Learning are worthily knows, 

No Wonder your Benches ſo empty are grown, 

Since our Nation deſpiſe ev'ry Art that's their own, 
With a down, &C. | 


In the Manners of England none try to ſucceed, 

Moſt of us, like Frenchmen, both Habit and Feed, 

But who can't talk French, is a Blockhead indeed, 
With @ dowa, &c. 


Our Old Exgliſ Diſhes we're taught to diſown, 
To Ragouſts and Toupees we now are ſo prone, 
"Chat we've neither a Dreſs nor a Diſh of our own. 
With a down, &c. | 
SONG 
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Song CCCLXVIII. Bobbing Joan. 


Aids like Courtiers muſt be woo'd, 
Moſt by Flatt'ry are ſubdu'd ; 
Some capricious, coy, or nice, 
Out of Pride protract the Vice; 

But they fall, 

One and all, 
When we bid up to their Price. 


Song CCCLXIX. The Sun had juſt with- 


dr axon his Fires. 


H E Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phebe ſhone with milder Ray, 


When Thyrjis to the Grove retires, 


As Love had pointed out tae Way. 


His trembling Knees the Turf receives, 
His aching Fiead the Cowſlips prets, 
His Breaſt, that Sighs*alone had eas'd, 
At laſt gave Way to this Addreſs. 


O Queen that guid' the filent Hours, 
If e'er Endy;won ſooth'd thy Pain, 
By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 
| Reſtore me Roſalind again. 


To thee my mournful Plaint I fend, 
Protectreſs of the virtuous Mind, 

Do thou thy chaſte Aſſiſtance lend, 
Venus is lewd, and Cupid blind. 


Behold theſe Cheeks, how pale, how wan, 
That once were grac'd with roſy Pride, 
Dim are my Eyes, their Luſtre gone, 
My Lips a purple Hue deride. 
To wretched me it nought avails, 
That Phæbus ſelf has ſtrung my Lyre, 


Since Plutus, worthleſs God, prevails, 
And only ſordid Wealth can fire. The 
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The Nightingale, that pines with Love, 
With melting Notes does Grief ſuſpend ; 

Me Verſe nor ſweeteſt Sounds can wake, 
My Torments ſhe alone can end. 


But hark ! the Ravens dreadful Croak 
Join'd with the Owls ill-boding Shriek 

In frightful Concert Fate have ſpoke, 
Alas! my Love-fick Heart does break. 


Too crucl Nymph, haſte, haſte away, 
Ind fee your proftrate Victim lie, 
I faint, I can no longer ſtay, 
O Xo/ulind, for thee I die 


Sox CCCLXX. Waft me, ſome ſoft 


cooling Breeze. 


Ith Gems as bright as are thy Eyes, 

Thy lovely Frame I will adorn, 
Till thou out-ſhine the Summer Skies, 

Or Phebus uſh'ring in the Morn : 
Inſtead of this thy home-ſpun Grey, 

With India Silks I'll deck thy Frame; 
Then why perverſe doſt thou delay, 

To ſpread thy lovely Beauty's Fame ? 


Scorn the low Courtfhip of the Swain, 
Nor give your Mind to rural Sports ; 
With me in greater Splendor reign, 
With me partake the Joys of Courts : 
We'll ſtudy Pleaſures Life to ſpend, 
Strangers to ev'ry anxious Sigh ; 
All Day to Muſick we'll attend, 
All Night in Love's ſweet Trances lie. 


and 


Song 


— 


— — — 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 309 


Song CCLXXI. Blow on, ye Winds, &c. 


Enceforth, vain Youth, your Arts forbear, 
Nor thus torment my Heart ; 

My Virtue is my only Care, 

Nor from it will I part. 
What tho' your Gold appears fo bright, 

Your glitt'ring Diamonds ſlune, 
They're mortal all nor pleaſe my Sight, 

But Virtue is d:y;ne. 


Tho' I in State might Kings excel, 
And ſtrut in guilty Pride, 

In virtuous Poverty Pl dwell, 
Content by Heoryy's Side: 

No t:igher Love I cer ſhall crave, 
In vain is all your Art, 

None ſhall my Perſon ever have, 
Without my conſtant Heart. 


Your Mit nor Gold's of no Import, 
4 Nor Love in me create ; 

To g Coquets go make your Court, 
Ard leave me to my Fate. 

Tho“ you in Love appear fo gay, 
And Harry's meanly dreſt, 

Yet you are falſe 6% will betray, 

But Harry's poor _ jult. 


SONG CCCLXXIL Script'd of their Green 


our Groves appear. 


Tripp d of their Green our Groves appear, 
\ } Our Vales lie bury'd deep in Snow, 
ihe blowing North controuls the Air, 

A nipping Cold chills all below. | 
The Froft has glaz'd the deepeſt Streams, 
Phabus withdraws his Kindly Beams, 
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Yet, Winter, ble!s'0 be thy Return, 
Thou'ſt brought the Swain for whom I us'd to mourn, 
And in thy Ice with pleaſing Flames I burn. 


Too ſoor the Sun's reviving Heat 
Will thaw that Ice and melt that Snow, 
Trumpets will ſound, and Drums will beat, 
And tell me the dear Youth muſt go. 
Then muſt my weak unwilling Arms 
Reſign him up to ftronger Charms: 
What Sweets, what Flow'rs, what beauteous Thing, 
Now Damon's gone can Faſe or Pleaſure bring ? | 
Winter brings Damon, Winter is my Spring. 


Sox CCCLXXIII. To all you Ladies now 


at Land. 


N vain's the Force of Female Arms, 
[| In vain their offer'd Love, 
eir Smiles, their Airs, nor all their Charms, 
My Paſſion can remove; 
For all that's fair and good I find, 
In Chhe's Form, in Chhe's Mind. 


Let Celia all her Wit diſplay, 
That glitters while it kills, 

My Heart diſdains the feeble Ray, 
Nor Light nor Heat it feels. 

For all that's bright and gay I find, 
In Chbe's Form, in Ch oe's Mind. 


Fair Flavia ſhines in Gems of Gold, 
And uſes all her Arts; 

Not richeſt Chains my Heart can hold, 
Unpierc'd by Diamond Darts : 

For all that's rich and fair I find, 
In Chke's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


Theſe Notes, ſweet Myra, now give o'er, 
They once had Pow'r to wound ; 
When Chloe ſpeaks, they are no more, 
But mix with common Sound : 
All Grace, all Harmony I find, | 
In Chhe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. So v 
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f | Song CCLXXIV. Hunt the Squirrel. 
H E Genlefolks of London, 


Intamy ſcait'ring, 
Neighbours beſpatt'ring. 
Care not who are undone ; | 
But blaſt both living and dead, 
Oa high and low, 
They Scandal throw. 
Wou'd you the Reaion find, 
*T15 *cauſe they fcar, 
| Themſelves Vappear, 
| The worſt of human Kind. 


Sons CCCLXXV. Faretoe, ye Hills and 
Valles. 


_ Arewel the fatal Pleaſures, 

1 The ſhining Maſquerade, 
And all the dying \Nleaſures 

That tender Love perſwade: 

1 Ye Notes that ſweetly languiſh, 

j Jo aid the Lover's Flame. 

Whilſt he reveals his Anguiſh, 
And begs the fair one's Name: 


No more you can invite me, 
You ſing alas in vain; 
No Maßck can delight me, 
Tho' Orpheus play'd again: 
A lovely Sailor pleading, 
With Wit in every Word, 
Both skill'd in Love and Breeding, 
Has fix d my Heart on Board. 
In ev'ry Dream appearing, 
All Charming, all Divine, 
A Manner moſt endearing, 
A Voice as ſoft as mine: 
His Hands ſo gently preſſing. 
As if no Ropes they knew. 
What is my Song contefſing ! 
It grows a Billet*doux. Some 
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Some tuneful Voice befriending 
The Fondneſs of my Heart, 

In mournful Notes deſcending, 
My Tenderneſs impart : 

Oh! ſure he ſoon will know it, 
If Love inſpire his Sight, 

'T hoſe Eyes, that made the Poet, 
I fear will gueſs too right. 


Soxs CCCLXXVI. 27 Purple-blooming 
Roſes. 


E Purple-blooming Roles, 
Vhom Love in Wreaths diſpoſes, 

W ny guard ye ſo your Treaſures, 
And grudge the Boy his Pleaſures ? 

So mixt with Sweet and Sower, 

Life's not unlike the Flower; 

Its Sweets, unpluck'd, will languifſh, 
And gather'd, tis with Anguiſh. 
[ts Seveets, &c. 


Then, lovely Boy, bring hither 
The Chaplet e're it wither, 
S:eep'd in the various Juices, 

T ie cluſterd Vine produces; 

This round my moiſten'd Treſſes, 
The Ule of Life expreſſes, 

Wine blunts the Thorn of Sorrow, 
Our Role may fade To-morrow. 


Song CCCLXXVII. In vain, dear Chloe, | 
you ſuggeſt. 


OUNG Ciw'ana, gay and fair. 


Known for her Wit, and well-bred Air, 
' A Viſit made one Day; | 


Where Cymor, with an aukward Mien, þ 
Unluckiiy for him, came in, | 

His Folly to betray. | 
| He 


1 


„ 


ie 
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He bow'd and fcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 


But wou'd all round falute the Fair, 
Not only thoſe he knew ; 

The Viſited ; but the gay Belle, 

The Viſiter; ah, Shame to tell! 
The Blockhead ki{s'd her too. | 


And, what was wor, or was as bad, 

The reſt, by his Example led, 

Repeated the Aﬀeront ; 

The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhow, 

She ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow ; 
Such Rudeneſs, fie upon't ! 


Fair one, while thus your Anger burns, 
If Cymon to the Place returns, 

As ſoon no doubt he will; 
Be there with twenty Virgins more, 
For Kiſſes three inflict threeſcore, 

You can't uſe him too ill. 


Do, at the ſelf-ſame Time arid Place, 
That alt may witneſs. his Diſgrace, 
Repeat the Puniſhment ; 
With throbbing Heart the guilty Clown 
Shall your impartial Jultice own, 
And ſit him down content 


Sox CCCLXXVII. My Molly is, &c. 


q Y 1Mezlh; is of Form divine, 
Kind as firſt meeting Loves, 
d werter than the ſeſſamine, 
Softer than the Down of Doves; 
Thouſand Charms, 
er renewing, 
Love diſarms, 
All purſuing ; 
When the Dance ſhe brisk!y leads, 
Each Heart with ſecret Withes bleeds, 


Vor. II. P When- 
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Whene'er ſhe paſſes through the Grove, 
The Vaolets ſpring beneath; 

The gentle Zephyr: ſoftly move, 
And tweetly Odours breath : 


On her Lip 
Trembling, ſighing, 
Dew they ſip, 2 : 
Scorn defying ; 
Cou'd I ſhare with them in Bliſs, 1 


I'd turn to Air to gain one Kiſs. 


Son CCCLXXIX. My Goddeſs Celia, 


heavenly Fair. 


of 4) 


” 44 


HY vain Purſuit, fond Youth, give o'er, 
What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy Worth I own, thy Fate deplore ; 
All are not happy that are true. 


Suppreſs thy Sighs and weep no more, 
Shou'd Heav'n and Earth with thee combine, 
*T were all in vain, ſince any Pow'r, 1 
To crown thy Love, muſt alter mine. 


But if Revenge can eaſe thy Pain, 
I'll ſooth the IIls I cannot cure; 

Tell thee J drag a hopeleſs Cha in, 
And all that 1 inflict endure. 


Song CCCLXXX. As Celia near a Fit: 
tain lay. 
HE roſy Morn unbar'd her Gates, 
To let the Day appear ; 


When, I afraid of b'ing to late. 
Stole ſoftly to my Dear. 


Wrap'd in a pleaſing Sleep ſhe lay, 
Her Veil was looſely ſpread, 

Which did her tender Limbs betray, 
Nor kept one Beauty hid. 


I gen: 


— 
— ——— RR 
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J gently ſtole an am'rous Kiſs, 
Which crimſon'd o'er her Face; 

Nor yet content with ſuch a Bliſs, 
Sought a diviner Place. 


Ye Pow'rs ! when panting on her Breaſt, 
No greater Boon I'd ſue, 
Tad all the Tranſports of the Bleſt, 


A Heaven in every View. 


Her Eyes, then op'ning, like the Day, 
Emit a piercing Beam; 

She wak'd —— I ftole with Speed away, 
She took it for a Dream. 


Sox CCCLXXXI. Gently touch ile war. 
bling Lyre. ; 


F Corinza would but hear 

What impatient Love could ſay, | 

She would baniſh idle Fear, 

And with Eaſe his Laws obey ; | 

She would ſoon approve the Song, 
Like the Voice and bleſs the Tongue. 


Since to Silence I'm confin'd, 

Sigks and Ogles muſt declare, 
What torments my thougbtful Mind; 
How I wiſh, and how deſpair : 

All the Motions of my Heart 
Sighs and Ogles muſt impart. 


Sons CCCLXXXII. Believe my Sigh:, my 
Tears, my Dear. 


Damen. Ehold the Birds, in Love combin'd, 
| In friendly Couplets move ! 
O would you try, you ſoon would find, 
Like theirs, my conſtant Love, 


P 2 Cena 


— — 
— 
— —— —-— —_— 
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C-/:a. Such moving Words I muſt not hear, 
to fatal to a Maid; 
Should J believe, too much TI fear 
My Love would be betray'd. 


Damon. O ſmile, my Dear! nor thus diſdain, 
The Heart which is ycur Prize, 
Then kindly look, and eaſe my Pain, 
Or wretched Damon dics. 


Celia. If Damon I your Heart have won, 
And cauie you fo to grieve ; 

I, in Exchange, have loſt my own, 
Which I can neer retrieve. 


Damon. Then ſince our mutual Love we've ſhewn, 
No more, my Dear, torment. 
Celia. Altho' I'm willing, I muſt own, 
I dare not yet conſent. 


Damon. To vonder Shade we'll ſtraight repair, 
And be for ever bleſt. 

Celia. Your Tongue's ſo ſweet, I muſt declare, 
] can no more reſiſt. 


Sons CCCLXXXIII. Vat th? J am 4 
Country Laſs, &c. 


H O' late I was a Nun molt pure, 
I now am alter'd quite-a ; 
A Cloyſter Vil no more endure, 
Nor ſay my Prayers i'th' Night-a : 
In warmer Work the Hours I'll ſpend, 
Nor to a Prieſt give Far-a; 
Tho" to Religion ſome pretend, 
:\ young Gallant is dearer. 
My Cloaths were once of Linnen clean, 
But now they're Silk moſt gay-a, 
For ſince the courtly Dames I've ſeen, 


I'll be a, fine as they wc, 
Old 


r 


8 — 
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Old Father Girard; I'll deſpiſe, 
Nor to their Rules incline-a ; 

I'll love but thoſe, who ſay, my Eyes 
The riſing Sun out-ſhine-a. 


To Church, alas! il never go, 
Nor at Confeſſion knee]-a, 

But at the Play Pil hear ſome Beau 
His tender Paſſion tell-a. 

Since Maids ſuch Pleaſures here partal.c 
Who would be then conkfi:'d-a ? 

J do not doubt but Time will make 
Each Yeftal of my Miad-a. 


SONG CCCL.XXXIV. Why Witt 7 wreilits 
wen I gaze. 


N Chhe's Frowns I read my Fate, 
Her Eyes bid me deſpair ; 
a 


ch Action ſhews her rooted Hate ; 
Oh Pain ! too great to bear ! 
When I in Tears fall at her Feet, 
She'll not one Look afford; 
Nor all the Torments I repeat, 
Can gain one tender Word. 


Since CHs Love, alas! I know, 
It is in vain to crave, 

Her Pity muſt one Word beſtow, 
And dying Damos ave. 


Ye Lovers happy with the Fair, 
O teach me all your Art, 

That I to Joy may change my Care, 2 
And gain my Chlie's Heart. 


Sono CCCLXXXV. There liv'd long ags 
in a Country Place. 
AS ever a Miſtreſs ſo gentle as mine 
A Nature ſo Pons a Soul ſo divine! 
3 Not 
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Not one of her Airs to the Coquet allude, 
Nor has the Art of the whimfical Prude, 
She's always familiar, and yet never rude. 


Tender cf Friends, and to Enemies kind ; 
Cautious of Praiſe, to her Foibles not blind: 
Gocd-nature nd Virtue in Cella do blend, 

:\nd tho! ſhe's ſo good, ſhe's ſtill ftriving to mend, 
Ari, what few will do, ſhe'll to Council attend. 


Ye Maid:, that would prove what Woman ought to be, 
Follow th' Example in Celia you fee ; 

Let Lovers, like Szrephon, throw Folly aſide, c 
And only in Senſe and in Virtue conſide, 

Ard Lover and Huſband fhall never divide. 


Sox 6 CCCLXXXVI. Hes a Mean onfthy 
uch. 


E'r a Man ev'ry Inch, I aſſure you, 
Stout, vig'rous, active, and tall; 
Theic's none can from Danger ſecure you, 
Like brave gallant Moore of Moore-Hall. 
No G:art cr Knight Ger quell'd him, 
IIe fills all their Hearts with Alarms, 
No Virgin yet ever beheld him, 
But with'd herſelf claſp'd in his Arms. 
Sox  CCCLXXXVII. The Laß of Broam- 
La'l-Green. 
HE Laſs of Broomball Green, 
When coming from her Cow, 
Drei:'d like the Cyprian Queen, 
le triumpi'd on her Brow. 


iicr Pail! ſurpaſs'd a Crown, | 
'The riiing Sun her Eyes, N 
Mczjeltick Robes her Gown, 
A Goddeſs in Difguiſe. 
Her Breath perſum'd the Air, 
Not Paradiſe ſo ſweet, 
Like ſhining Pearls her Hair, 
ludian Silks her Feet And, 
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And, when ſhe ſung, my Ears 
Were raviſh'd with her Voice, 
The Muſick of the Spheres 
To her was jarring Noiſe. 


I left her with Regret, 
So graceful was her Mien, 
That I ſhall neer forget 
The Laſs of Broomball-Green ; 
Nor dare th” admiring Fops 
Preſume to court, for the 
Maſt, when the next Lite drops, 
The Landlord's Heriot be. 


Sox CCCLXXX VIIE. Little Flea, &c. 


Ittle Flea, why fo Blood-thirſty, 
Thou'ſt drouk till it has almoſt burſt ye; 
Thou'rt now too full of Pride, I warrant, 
To ſtir a Step on Syreghar's Errand. 


Vet. prithes, ſwect, ſiccere Back bi ter, 
To Cle go, Wat fee iſe Delighter: 

Co. hide tity leit WII un h 2K Boddice, 
And make hes own, the is no God. 


Tell ber, The Shafts of Capid*s Quiver 

So from her Eves have pierc'd my Liver; 
Ard when ſhe holds thee *twixt her Fingers, 
Say thus, Your Love-fick S:-epbun lingers. 


Soxo CCCLXXXIXN. Hence, thou Drecctves. 


She. Ence, thou Deceiver, 


Never, ah ! never 
Wilt thou return to thy (4. ag in. 
Grown, in your Leiſure, 
Fond of new Pleaſure, 
Some fairer Rival will laugh at my Pain. 


He. Dry up thoſe Shower:, 
Sweeter than Flowers ; 


P 4 Look 
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Look in the Fountain and ſee thyſelf there, 
Where is the Creature, 
Throughout all Nature, 

Half ſo engaging, ſo ſweet, and ſo fair? 


She. Go m— you'll deceive me 
No —— Fl. believe thee — 

Lean on my Breaſt and thy Conſtancy ſwear ; 
Should you deceive me, 
Or eyer leave me, 

Cie would languiſh and die with Deſpair. 


He. My ſweeteſt Treaſure, 
Every Pleaſure, 

Every Charm in my Chee I find; 
And all the Graces, 
Of newer Faces, 

Call but my Chloe back into my Mind. 


Song CCCXC. *Twas on a River's verdant 


Side. 
Say ! what is that Thing call'd Light, 
Which I muſt ne'er enjoy, 
What are the Bleſſings of the Sight, 
Tell your poor blind Boy ? 
You talk of wond'rous Things you ſee, 
You ſay the Sun ſhines bright; 


I fee! him warm, but how can he 
Then make it Day or Night ? 


My Day or Night myſelf I make, 
Whene'er I wake or play, 

And could I ever keep awake, 
With me 'twere always Day. 

With heavy Sighs, I often hear, 
You mourn my hopeleſs Woe ; 

Buc ſure, with Fatience I may bear 
A Lois I nc'er can know. 


Then let not what I cannot have, 
1% Cheer of Mind deſtroy ; 
W!:i':t thus I ſing, I am a King, 


ltho' a poor blind Boy. .$ 
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Song CCCXCI. As muſing I rang'd, &c. 


S muſing I rang'd in the Meads all alone, 

A beautiful Creature was making her Moan ; 
Oh ! the Tears they did trickle full fait from her Eyes, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart with her 
Cries. 


Oh! the Tears, Oc. 


I gently requeſted the Cauſe of her Moan, 
She told me her ſweet Serz/ima was flown ; 
And in that ſad Poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear Charmer would come back again. 


Why, who is this Mortal, fo cruel, ſaid I, 

That draws ſuch a Stream from ſo lovely an Eye? 
To Beauty ſo blooming, what Man can be blind, 
To Paſſion ſo tender, what Monſter unkind ? 


"Tis neither for Man nor for Woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the Lee; 

My Warbler celeſtial, ſweet Darling of Fame, 
Is a Shadow of Something, a Sex without Name. 


Perhaps, *tis ſome Linnet, ſome Black-bird, ſaid I; 
Perhaps, tis your Lark that has ſoar'd to the Sky : 
Come dry up yout Tears and abandon your Grief, 
I'll bring you another to give you Relief. 


No Linnet, no Black- bird, no Sky-lark, ſaid ſhe, 

But one much more tuneful by far than all three ; 
My ſweet Seneſino, for whom I thus cry, 

Is ſweeter than all the wing'd Songſters that fly. 
Adieu, Farine/{;i, Cuxzoni likewile, 

Whom Stars and whom Garters extol to the Skies; 
Adieu to the Opera, adieu to the Ball, 

My Darling is gone, and a Fig for them all. 


A 3 Sox 
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Song CCCXCII. A Loſs that was loaden 
with Care. 


Laſs that was loaden with Care,. 
/ \ Sat heavily under a Thorn, 
lil 


ilten'd a while for to hear, 
And thus ſhe began for to mourn : 


So merry as we twa have been, 
So happy as we twa have been; 
O! my Heart it is like to deſpair, 
When I think of the Days we have ſeen. 


When you, my dear Shepherd, was there, 
The Birds did melodiouſly ſing, 

And the cold nipping Winter did wear 
A Face that reſembled the Spring. 


Our Flocks feeding cloſe by his Side, 
As he gently preſs'd my Hand, 
I had the wide World in my Pride, 


And cou'd all its Glories withſtand. 


My Dear, he wou'd oft to me ſay, 

What makes you hard-hearted to me; 
Or why Go you thus turn away, 

From him who is dying for thee. 


But now he is far from my Sight, 
Perhaps new Advice may approve, 

Which makes me lament Day and Night, 
That ever I granted him Love. 

At the Eve, when the reſt of the Folk 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 

I ſat my ſelf under his Oak, 
And I heavily fighed for him. 


Soxe. 
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Sonc CCCXCIII. The Charms of Florimel, 


HE Charms of Florimel, 
Nor Force of 'Time or Art 
Shall ſever from my Heart, 
But ever to the World Fll tell, 


The Charms of beauteous Florimel. 


Each Rock and ſunny Hill, 
The flow'ry Meads and Groves, 
Shall ſay Myrtillo loves ; | 
And Echo ſhall be taught to tell, 
The Charms, &C. 


Each Tree within the Vale, 
That on its Back doth wear 
The Triumph of my Fair, 

To future Times in Verſe ſhall tell, 


The Charms, &c. 
Each Brook and purling Rill, 
Shall on its bubbling Stream 


Convey the Virgin's Name ; 
And as it rolls, in Murmurs tell, 


De Charms, &c. 


The ſylvan Gods that dwell 
Amidit this ſacred Grove, 
Shall wonder at my Love; 
VWhilft ev'ry Sound conſpires to tell, 
Toe Charms of beauteous Florimel. 


Song CCCXCIV. The Hounds, &c. 


HE Hounds are all out, and the Morning does peep, 
Why how now you ſluggardly got? 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring a- ſleep, 
While we all on Horſeback have got ? 
Brave Boys, while xe 2 by Horſeback, &c. 


I can»- 
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I cannot get up, for the Over-night's Cup 

So terribly lies in my Head ; 
Befide, my Wife cries, my Dear do not riſe, 


But cuddle me longer a-Bed 

Dear hoy, but cuddle, &c. | 18 
Come, on with your Boots, and ſaddle your Mare, 8 
Nor tire us with longer Delay; | Fri 
The Cry of the Hounds, and the Sight of the Hare, | ( 

Will chaſe all our Vapours away, 1 
Brave Boys, will chaſe, &c. | Een 
Sons CCCXCV. What ſhall I do to ſhew | mM 
how much I love her. 1 


Upid, Commander of ey'ry Creature, | 
Ev'ry Quality, Rank, and Degree; M. 
Scorner of Dignity, Perſon, and Feature, 
Striking at Monarch, as well as at me. 


Le 
Chooſe me a Dart that is ſharp as my Paſſion, | 
Hard is the Task I would have it to try ; , Se 
Arm it with Feathers of ſofteſt Perſuaſion, 
Swiftly and quickly permit it to fly. 8 


Hit my dear Phillis; but oh! do not harm her, 

, It it prove hurtful to pity her Slave, 1 

Keep in thy Arrow, abuſe not my Charmer, 
Leave her to Fortune, and me to my Grave. 


But if my Fate be as kind as my Will is, 
And my Petition no Detriment be, 

Fill me with Raptures, exalt me to Phillis, 
Make her as happy in ſtooping to me. 


Song CCCXCVI. Cruel Creature, &c. ( a 


Harming Phillis, clear as Lillies, 
But her Will is to diſdain; 
This fair Creature's beauteous Features 
Give me Pleaſure mix'd with Pain, 


Lips 
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Lips like Cherries, black as Berries 
Are the Eyes of Phillis fair; 

Slender waiſted, Snow-white breaſted, 
None with Phillis can compare. 


Breath like Poſies June diſpoſes, 
Sweet as Roſes fragrant Smell; 

Briſk and airy, like a Fairy, 
Charms that Nature doth excell. 


Ever pleaſing, never teazing, 
Yet ſhe's freezing cold as Snow 
To her Lover, who to move her, 


Melting Language does beſtow. 


Send an Arrow, pierce her thorough, 
Oh! kind Cupid, ſee my Grief: 

Make her kinder, let me find her 
Warm'd with Love to find Relief. 


Lovely Jewel, be not cruel, 
Quench my Fuel, ſee me burn; 
See me languiſh, eaſe my Anguiſh, 
Turn, oh ! lovely Charmer, turn, 


Grant your Favour, and I ever 
Will endeavour to adore ; 

III careſs thee, and will bleſs thee, 
With true Love for evermore. 


Son 6 CCCXCVII. Zeno, Plato, &c. 


Eno, Plato, Ariftothe, 

All were Lovers of the Bottle ; 
Poets, Painters, and Muſicians, 
Churchmen, Lawyers, and Phyſicians, 

All admire a pretty Laſs, 

All require a chearful Glaſs : 
Ev'ry Pleaſure has its Seaſon, 
Love and Drinking are no Treaſom 


SONG 


A 


326 THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 


Son 6 CCCXCVIII. Vine dees Wonders, &c. 


Ine does Wonders ev'ry Day, 
Makes the Heavy light and gay 
Throws of all their Melancholy, 
Makes the Wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and play, 
And the Poor and Needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling Cowards bold, 
Men in Years forget they're old; 
Women leave their coy Diſdaining, 
Who till then were ſhy and cold ; 
Makes a Niggard ſlight his Gold, 
And the Foppith entertaining. 


Song CCCXCIX. If the Glaſſes they are 
empty. 


F the Glaſſes they are empty, 
Fill again, my Soul's a-dry ; 
Sure ſuch Wine as this will tempt ye, 
To carouſe in Sympathy. 

Thirſty Souls like Plants expiring, 
Moiſture ever are defir.ng ; 

Thus careſſing 

Nature's Bleſſing, 
We'll the ſober World detie. 


See, the Bottle, how its Beauty 

Smiles in ev'ry ruby Face; 
We to Bacabus owe a Duty, 

Drink, brave Heroes, drink a-pace. 
Cou'd the Globe be filPd with Claret, 
Souls like mine wou'd never ſpare it; 

Ever drinking, 
Void of Thinking, 
We'd the happy Hours embrace. 


SONG 
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&c. Song CCCC. O London is @ fine Town. 


London is a dainty Place, 
A great and gallant City; 
For all the Streets are pav'd with Gold, 
And all the Folks are witty. 


| And there's your Lords and Ladies fine, 

| That ride in Coach and Six; 

That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 

| And talk of Politicks. 

And there's your Beaux, with powder'd Cloaths,. 
Bedaub'd from Head to Chin ; 

Their Pocket-holes adorn'd with Gold, 

| But not one Souſe within. 


And there the Erg/þ Actor 
— With many a hungry Belly; 
While Heaps of Gold are forc'd, God wot, 
1 On Sigmor Farrinelli. 
And there's your Dames, of dainty Frames, 
| With Skins as white as Milk ; 
Dreſs'd ev'ry Day in Garments gay, 
Of Satin and of Silk. 


And if your Mind be ſo inclin'd, 
| To have them in your Arms ; 
Pull out a handſome Purſe of Gold, 
They can't reſiſt its Charms. 


5 Song CCCCI. Love's a gentle, &c. 


Ove's a gentle generous Paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime Delight, 
When with mutual Inclination 
Two fond Hearts in one wute, 
Tao fond, &C. 


What are Titles, Pomp or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content? "Twas 
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That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent, 
When obtain d, &c. 


Lawleſs Paſſions bring Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
Is a glorious Emulation 
Ot the bliſsful State above, 
Of the, &c. 


Sox e CCCCI. Let Prudes and Coguets, &c. 


ET Prudes and Coquets their Intentions conceal, 
Witi Pride and with Pleaſure the Truth I'll reveal; 

You're all I can wiſh and all I deſire, 
So fix'd is my Flame it ne'er can expire. 

So fix's, Kc. a 
Let Rakes and Libertines revel and range, 
Poſſeſs'd of ſuch Pleaſure, what Mortal would change? 
You're the Source of my Hope, the Spring of my [oy, 
A Fountain of Bliſs that never can cloy, 

A Fountain, &c. 


Song CCCCIII. Ze Cats that at Midnight, 
&c. ; 


E Cats, that at Midnight ſpit Love at each other, 
Who beſt feel the Pangs of a paſſionate Lover; 
I appeal to your Scratches and tatter'd Furr, 
If the Buſineſs of Love be not more than to purr. 
Old Lady Grimalkin, with Gooſeberry Eyes, 
When Kitten knows ſomething, for why ? ſhe was wiſe ; 
You find by Experience the Love Fit's ſoon o'er, 
Puſs, Puſs, laſts not long, but turns to Cat-W hore. 
Men ride many Miles, 
Cats tread many Tiles, | 
Both hazard, both hazard their Necks in the Fray; 
Only Cats, if they fall 
From a Houſe, or a Wall, 
Keep their Feet, mount their Tails, mount their Tail“, 
; and away. SONG 
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Song CCCCIV. Twas on a River's ver- 
dant Side. 


HE Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene, 
Fann'd by a Southern Breeze ; 

The glimm'ring Moon might juſt be ſeen, 

Reflecting thro' the Trees. | 


The bubbling Water's conſtant Courſe, 
From off th' adjacent Hill, 

Was mournful Echo's laſt Reſource, 
All Nature was ſo till. 


The conſtant Shepherd — 8 this Shade, 
By Sorrow ſore oppreſs'd, 

Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
His Pain he thus expreſs d. 


Ah, wretched Youth ! why did'ſt thou love, 
Or hope to meet Succeſs ; 

Or think the Fair would conſtant prove, 
Thy blooming Hopes to bleſs ? 


Find me the Roſe on barren Sands; 
The Lilly *midſt the Rocks; 

The Grape in wide deſerted Lands ; 
A Wolf to guard the Flocks. 


Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 
And will more eaſy find, 

Than meet with aught but cold Diſdain, 
In faithleſs Womankind. 


Riches alone now win the Fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe ; 

The conſtant Lover, thro' Deſpair, 

Becauſe not wealthy, dies. | 
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Song CCCCV. MW?! all to conquering 
Beauty. 


O thee, the brighteſt of thy Race, 
Thy Swain ſubmiſſive ſends, 
Thy Virtue bexatifies thy Face, 
And ev'ry Charm commends. 


That Wit, that Elegance of Air, 
"Thoſe all Things that can move, 
Have drawn my Soul into the Snare, 

And O! I die with Love. 


With Pity, Nymph, my Sighs regard, 
Nor let me vainly burn, 

My Flame with equal Flame reward, 
And Love for Love return. 


Thus both fhall find in Cupid"s Field, 
What Bleſings muſt enſue, 

Where both at once with Tranſport yield, 
And both at once tubgue. 


Sox CCCCVI. I wain, dear Chloe, you 
fugge. 


Elia, thou faireſt of the Fair, 
'Choſe Eyes ſuch pointed Arrows bear, 
10 dart Defiance rouns : 
Thus to go arm'd in you is vain, 
W hoſe very Frown, or cold Diſdain, 
Can kill without a Wound. 


Then be not, Celia, thus diſgrac'd, 

Let Swords on fitter Limbs be plac'd ; 
From ſuch rough Acts deſiſt: 

Cnarm'd you can conquer more, 

Nor can great Mars, with all his Pow'r, 
Your naked Force reſiſt. 


Sox o 
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Song CCCCVII. Vaſt me, ſome ſoft and 


cooling Breeze, 


N Storms, when Clouds the Moon does hide, 
I And no kind Stars the Pilot guide, 

hew me at Sea, the boldeſt there, 
Who does not wiſh for Quiet here. 


For Quiet (Friend) the Soldier fights, 
Bears weary Marches, ſleepleſs Nights; 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 
Which can't be bought with Hills of Gold. 


Since Wealth and Pow'r too weak we find, 
To quell the Tumults of the Mind ; 
Or from the Monarch's Roofs of State, 
Drive thence the Cares that round him Wait. 


Happy the Man with lietle bleſe'd, 
Of what his Father left poſſeſs'd; 
No baſe Defires corrupt his Head, 
No Fears diſturb him in his Bed. 

What then in Life, which ſoon muſt end, 
Can all our vain Deſigns intend ? 
From Shore to Shore why ſhould we run, 
When none his tireſome ſelf can ſhun ? 


For baneful Care will ſtill prevail, 
And overtake us under Sail; 
Twill dodge the great Man's Train behind, 
Out-run the Roe, out-fly the Wind. 
If then my Soul rejoice To-day, 
Drive tar To-morrow's Cares away; 
In Laughter let them all be drown'd ; 
No perfect Good is to be found. 


One Mortal feels Fate's ſudden Blow, 
Anocher's ling'ring Death comes flow ; 
And what of Life they take from thee, 


The Gods may give to puniſh me. 
Thy 
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Thy Portion is a wealthy Stock, 
A fertile Glebe, a fruitful Flock, 
Horſes and Chariots for thy Eaſe, 
Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleaſe. 


Foy me a little Cell I chuſe, 
Fit for my Mind, fit for my Muſe ; : 
Which ſoft Content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the Knaves and Fools I ſcorn. 


Sox & CCCCVIIL I wih my Love were in 
a Mire. 


HE thirſty Earth ſoaks up the Rain, | 

And drinks, and gapes for Drink again. 
The Plants ſuck in the Earth and Air, q 
With conſtant Drinking freſh and fair. 
The Sea itſelf, which one would think 
Should have but little Need of Drink, | 
Drinks ten thouſand Rivers up, | 
So fill'd, that they o'erflow the Cup. 4 


The buſy Sun (and one ſhould gueſs, 
By's drunken fiery Face, no leſs,) | 
Drinks up the Sea; and when h'as done, | 
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun; 

They drink and dance by their own Light, 

They drink and revel all the Night: 

Nothing in Nature's ſober found, 

But an eternal Health goes round. 

Fill up the Bowl then, fill it high, 

Fill all the Glaſſes there ; for — 

Shou'd ev'ry Creature drink but I, 

Why, Men of Morals, tell me why ? 


Song CCCCIX. Whilft I gaze on Chloe, &c, 
1% faireſt Month of the fair Year, 
P 


OZ RAE 


Like thy own Beauty freſh and clear, 
ents thee on this happy Day, 
With the firſt Fruits of infant May; 


For 


THE VOCAL MISCELLANY. 333 


For where ſhould Fhra ſpread her Sweets, 
But where ſhe equal Fragrance meets ! 
To thee their Breath the Zephyrs briug, 
And rob again to make the Spring. 


How happy is the Youth that ſips 
The taſteful Nectar of thy Lips? 
Hyblean Store! Partition ſweet ! 
See now the Siſter-Corals meet. 


Now they divide again —— then kiſs, 
Fach ſenſeleſs of the other's Bliſs. 

O ! what a glorious Theft it were, 

To ſteal the Balm that lodges there. 


Song CCCCX. Greenwood Tree. 


Hoſe Arts which common Beauties more, 
Corinna, you deſpiſe ; 

You think there's nothing wiſe in Love, 

Or eloquent in Sighs. 
You laugh at Ogle, Cant, and Song, 

And Promiſes abuſe; 
But ſay for I have courted long, 

What Methods ſhall I ule ? 


We muſt not praiſe your Charms and Wit, 
Nor talk of Dart and Flame; 

But ſometimes you can think it fit 
To ſmile at what you blame. 

Your Sex's Forms, which you diſown, 

Alas! you can't forbear, 

But in a Minute ſmile and frown, 

Are tender and ſevere. 


Corinna, let us now be free, 
No more your Arts purſue, 

Unleſs you faffer me to be 
As whimſical as you. 


At 


z — —' — — — — 
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At laſt the vain Diſpute deſiſt, 
To Love reſign the Field; 

"Twas Cuſtom forc'd you to reſiſt, 
And Cultom bids you yield. 


Song CCCCXI. For haughty Phillis Thy:ſis 


Pines. 


Rtiſt, who underneath the Table 
A Thy curious Feature hath diſplay'd, 
ho, if we may believe the Fable, 
Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid. 


Inſidious, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 
Fear no officious Damſel's Broom, 
Extend thy artful Building wider, 
And ſpread thy Banners round my Room. 


While I thy wond'rous Fabrick flare at, [ 
And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 8 

Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, | 
And proudly baniſh'd Rooms of State. 


And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 
Thou draw'ſt thy ſlender Wit with Pain; | 
So does he labour like a Noddy, ; 
To ſpout Materials from his Brain. ( 


He for ſome gaudy flutt'rmg Creature, 
That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye, 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, 
Than thine o'er captive Butterfly. 
Thus far, tis plain you both agree, 
Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow it ; ; 
Tis ten to one but Penury 


Ends both the Spider and the Poet. 


E 
\ 
a 
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, So CCCCXII. When firft I ſaw thoſe Lips, 


thoſe Eyes. 


Ear Molly, why fo oft in Tears? 
Why all theſe Jealouſies and Fears, | 
For thy bold Son of Thunder? 
Have Patience till we've conquer'd France, 
Thy Cloſet ſhall be ſtor'd with Nantz; 
Ye Ladies like ſuch Plunder. 


Before Toulon thy Yoke-mate lies, 

Where all the live-long Night he fighs 
For thee in louſy Cabbin : 

And tho' the Captain's Che cries, 

"Tis I, dear Bully, prithee riſe 
He will not let the Drab in. 


But ſhe, the cunning'ſt Jade alive, 

Says, Tis the readieſt Way to thrive, 
By ſharing Female Rounties : 

And, if he'll be but kind one Night, 

She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a Knight, 
When ſhe is made a Countels. 


Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whipp'd, 
Caſhier'd, and of their Liv'ries ſtripp'd, 
Who late to Peers belonging ; 
Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 
With Links, becauſe they would not drudge, 
To ſave their Lady's Longing. 


But Je the Eunuch cannot be 
A colder Cavalier than he, 
In all ſuch Love Adventures: 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chriſtian Care, and do not break 
Your conjugal Indentures. 


— — 2 


Felluir 7 
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Bellair ! who does not Bellair know ! 
The Wit, the Peauty, and the Beau, 
Gives out, he loves you dearly : 
And many a Nymph attack'd with Sighs, 
And ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 
Full oft has beat a Parley. 


But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 

Shall come with am'rous Serenade, 
Seon from the Window rate him : 

But if Reproof will not prevail, 

And he perchance attempy to ſcale, 
Diſcharge the Jordan at him. 


Sons CCCCXIII. Young I am, and yet un- 
 SkilÞd, &c. 


Rithee, Chhe, not ſo faſt, 
Let's not run and wed in haſte; 
We've a thouſand Things to do, 
You mult fly, and I purſue; 
You muſt frown, and I muſt ſigh ; 
I entreat, and you deny. 
Stay — if I'm never croſt, 
Half the Pleaſure will be loſt. 


Re, or ſeem to be ſevere, 

Sire me Reaſon to deſpair ; ef 
Fondneſs will my Wiſhes cloy, 

Make me careleſs of the Joy. 

Loyers may of courſe complain 

Of their Trouble, and their Pain ; 

But if Pain and Trouble ceaſe, 

Love without it will not pleaſe, 


SONG 
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Song CCCCXIV. Sweet are the Charms of 
ber I love. 


Hhris, "twill be for either's Reſt, 
Truly to know each other's Breaſt ; 
PFll make th' obſcureſt Part of mine, 
Tranſparent as I wou'd have thine : 
If you will deal but ſo with me, 
We ſoon ſhall part, or ſoon agree. 


Know then, tho? you were twice as fair, 
If it cou'd be, as now you are, 
And tho* the Graces of your Mind 
With a reſembling Luſtre ſhin'd, 
Yet if you lov'd me not, you'd ſec 
Fd value thoſe, as you do me. 


Tho' I a thouſand times have ſworn, 
My Paſſion ſhou'd tranſcend your Scorn, 
And that your bright trium — Eyes 
Create a Flame that never dies ; 
Yet, if to me you prov'd untrue, 
Thoſe Oaths ſhou'd prove as falſe to you, 


If Love I vow'd to pay for Hate, 
Twas *cauſe I knew 'twas not my Fate, 
Or that my Flame ſhou'd deathleſs prove, 
"Twas but to render fo Love ; 

I bragg'd, as C uſe to do, 

Of Dangers they'll ne'er run into. 


And now thy Tenets I have ſhow'd ; 

If you think them too great a Load, 

I attempt your Change were but in vain, 

Ihe Conqueſt not being worth the Pain: 
With them Pl] other Nymphs ſubdue, 
*Tis too much to looſe Time and you. 


Q Sone 
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SoN o CCCCXV. Stay, Shepherd, ft ay. 


HE Pride of ev'ry Grove I choſe, 
The Violet ſweet, and Lilly fair, 
The dappl'd Pink, and bluſhing Roſe, 
To deck my charming Chloe's Hair. 


At Morn the Nymph. vouchſaf'd to place 
Upon her Brow the various Wreath ; 
The Flow'rs leſs blooming than her Face, 

The Scent leſs fragrant than her Breath. 


The Flow'rs ſhe wore along the Day: 
And ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd ſaid, 
That in her Hair they look'd more gay, 

Than growing in their native Bed. 


Urdreſs'd at Evening, when ſhe found 
Their Odours loſt, their Colours paſt ; 
She chang'd her Look, and on the Ground 

Her Garland and her Eye ſhe caſt. 


That Eye dropp'd Senſe diſtin and clear, 
As any Muſe's Tongue cou'd ſpeak ; 
When from its Lid a pearly Tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous Check. 


Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
ly Love, my Life, ſaid I, explain 

This Change of Humour : Prithee tell ; 
That falling Tear What does it mean? 


She ſigh'd, ſhe ſmil'd; and to the Flow'ts 
Pointing, the lovely Mor'litt ſaid : 

See! Friend, in ſome few fleeting Hours, 
See yonder, what a Change is made, 


Ah me! the blooming Pride of Þay, 
And that of Beauty, are but one; 

At Morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
Both fade at Evening, pale and gone. 
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At Dawn poor Stellia danc'd and _ 


The am'rous Youth around her bow'd, 
At Night her fatal Knell was rung ; 
I ſaw, and kiſs'd her in her Shrowd. 


Such as ſhe is, whody'd To-day ; 
Such I, alas ! may be 'To-morrow ; 

Ge, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 
The Juſtice of thy CHs Sorrow. 


Song CCCCXVI. Dying Swan. 


Prithee ſend me back my Heart, 
Since I cannot have thine : 
For if from yours you will not part, 
Why then ſhou dſt thou have mine? 


Yet now I think or't, let it lie; 
To find it were in vain: 

For thou'ſt a Thief in either Eye, 
Wou'd ſteal it back again. 


Why fhou'd two Hearts in one Breaſt lie, 


And yet not lodge together ? 
Oh Love, where is thy Sympathy, 


If thus our Breaſts lever ? 


But Love is ſuch a Myſtery, 
I cannot find it out; 

For when I think I'm beſt reſoly'd, 
I then am moſt in doubt. 


Then farewel Care, and farewel Woe, 
I will no longer pine ; 

For I'll believe ! have her Heart, 
As much as ſhe has mane. 


A2 So x0 
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Sons CCCCXVII. Ob ceaſe, ceaſe, unge nd 
more, &c. 

O ceaſe, ceaſe, urge no more the God to ſwell my 
Breaſt ! 
The Manſion dreads the greater Gueſt : 
But lo! he comes! I ſhake! I feel, I feel his Sway! 
And now he hurries me along. 
Then Crowds believe, and Kings obey, 
"Tis Heav'n inſpires the Song. 
Haſte ! to the Gods due Vengeance give, 
Hark! from their Seats they cry, 
Who lets Blaſphemers live, 
Shall by Blaſphemers die. 
Haſte, haſte, due Vengeance give, 
Let the Sound 8 
Echo all round, 
Haſte, haſte, due Vengeance give. 
Eeware ! ten thouſand, 2 threat'ning IIls I fee! 
Invaſions ! Wars ! Plagues ! Ruins! endleſs Woes ! 
Ah, wretched Ifle! I weep for thee ; | 
Save, ſave thyſelf, reſign the Gods blaſpheming Foes. 


Now, now, the Thunder roars, 
The Earth now groans and quakes, 
The rifing Main a Deluge pours, 
The World's Foundation ſhakes. 
Hell gapes! the Fiends appear 


Oh hold, ye angry Pow'rs, .relent, or we deſpair. 
See we fulfil 
On your Foes your dreadful Will ! 
See the Throng ! | 
Hoot 'em as they're dragg'd along ; 
Now they tear em] now they die! 
All 2pplaud, and ſhout for Joy: 
Peace returns, all Nature ſmiles, 
Happy Days now bleſs our Iſles ; 
Now we laugh, with Plenty crown'sd, 
Merry Sports and Love go round. 


Soo 


S 
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Sox CCCCXVIII. Tanthe the lovely, &c. 


Ive o'er, fooliſh Heart, and make haſte to deſpair, 
For Daphne regards not thy Vows, nor thy Pray'r; 
W hen I plead for thy Paſſion, thy Pains to prolong, 
She courts her Guittar, and replies with a Song ; 
No more ſhall true Lovers thy Beauty adore, 
Were the Gods ſo ſevere, Men wou'd worſhip no more. 


Na more will I wait, like a Slave, at thy Door, 

I'll ſpend the cold Nights at thy Window no more; 

My Lungs in cold Sighs I no more will exhale, 

Since thy Pride is to make me look ſullen and pale. 

No more ſhall Amyntas thy Pity implore, 

Were the Gods fo ingrate, Men wou'd worſhip no more. 


No more ſhall thy Frowns, or free Humour perſuade, 
To court the fair Idol my Fancy has made; 

When thy Saints ſo neglected their Follies give o'er, 
Thy Deity's loſt, and thy Beauty's no more. 

No more ſhall Amyntas, &c. 


How weak are the Vows of a Lover in Pain, 

When flatter'd by Hope, or oppreis'd by Diſdain ? 

No ſooner my Daphne” bright Eyes I review, 

But all is forgot, and I vow all a-new. 

No more, cruel Nymph, I will murmur no more; 
Did the Gods ſeem ſo fair, Men wou'd worſhip them 


more. 


Sox G CCCCXIX. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


Ately, on yonder ſwelling Buſh, 
Big with many a coming Roſe, 

This early Bud began to bluſh, 

And did but half itſelf diſcloſe: 
I pluck'd it, tho' no better grown, 
And now you fee how full tis blown. 
Still as I did the Leaves inſpire, 

With ſuch a purple Light they ſhone, 
As if they had been made of Fire, 

And ſpreading ſo would flame anon; 


All 
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All that was meant by Air or Sun, 
To the young Flow'r my Breath has done. 


If our looſe Breath ſo much can do, 
What may the ſame in Forms of Love, 
Of pureſt Love, and Mulick too, 
When Flavia it aſpires to move? x 
When that, which lifeleſs Buds perſuades 
To wax more ſoft, her Youth mvades ! = 


Sox 6 CCCCXX. Alexis ſhunn'd, &c. 


HY, Delia, when I tell the Pain 
Which I endure from thy Diſdain, 

Art thou not touch'd at my Complaint ? 
Oh! didſt thou know the Cares I feel! 

'To what vaſt Height my Sorrows ſwell! 

For Pity you'd relent. . 
When. at the glad Approach of Day 
All * — ſerene and gay, 

And the pleas'd Birds their Joys im 3 
Then riſing Grieß my —4. = 
And ev'ry mournful Hour I ſpend 

In ſighing out thy Name. 

Say, Charmer, can't this Torment move 
That Heart, which ſeems averſe to Love, 
* To grant ſome Eaſe to my Deſpair ? 
Say, muſt I hope no kind Return ? 
Muſt I with fruitleſs Paſſion burn, 

And you as cruel be as fair? 


NIX. 


